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Earth date: 2016

The sun shone high in the heavens; the skies were clear and beautiful. The mountains stood tall and proud, the sun's rays glinting off their enormous peaks. Racing through the valley plains below was a small but agile ATV. On board were two young boys, both no older than nineteen.

The driver's name was Connor; a tall one, with dark blue eyes, short dark brown hair, and undeniable muscle tone. Strapped to his back was his custom designated marksman rifle, and on his right arm was fixed a strange piece of thin of armor which pulsed dimly with tiny flickering lights.

Just behind him sat his friend, Kelly, though he preferred Kel for short. His light brown, mid-length hair reflected the sun's golden beams, his intense hazel eyes appearing as though they could burn holes through you. A couple of chains hung from his tight black jeans, his dark grey V-neck flapping in the wind. A couple of blades and a Spiker replica hung at his side.

"And we've been takin' care of business, every day, takin' care of business, every way; we've been takin' care of business, it's alright, takin care of business, and working overtime!" the two friends sang along with the radio as it went into the guitar solo.

"That song is frikin' awesome!" said Connor enthusiastically.

"Tell me about it!" his friend replied.

Kel had been keeping an intense focused eye on the three day driving trip through southern BC, watching out for any muggers, RCMP and the border crossing.

He lifted his observant gaze to the road ahead. About another mile away was what looked like some kind of building, most likely the border.

"Hey, we should probably turn off the music; the border crossing-thing is coming up." He warned.

"Oh! Right!" Connor replied.

A small, but high pitched blip came as he turned the knob to the "off" position. Seeing an opportunity, Kel pulled out the stereo that he had secretly brought, and cranked it to full blast. Connor nearly jumped out of his seat when Pig Destroyer started blasting from right behind him.

"What the hell man?!" the angry driver screamed over the sudden sound of Grindcore in his ears. All the while, Kel began head banging like he didn't even know his friend had said anything.

"Hey!" Connor shouted. Kel turned down the music, howling with laughter.

"Oh man, that was hilarious! You should have seen the look on your face!"

"You know, when you're not being all quiet and whatnot like you usually are, you're a jerk."

"Aww, come on man, I saw an opportunity!"

"I hate you." he said jokingly.

The two boys laughed the rest of the way to the border.
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As the two friends rode towards the border, a question sneaked its way into Kel's mind.

"Hey dude, what are we supposed to say to them anyway? 'Uh yeah, we just built these weapons, and uh, now we're gonna join the army'." he said sarcastically.

"Don't worry, I know exactly what we're gonna say to them…"

"Who's worrying?"

"You, apparently."

As they pulled up to the border crossing, a rather chubby crossing guard with an RCMP hat stepped out, along with what appeared to be a rookie.

"All right, let me guess…you boys wanna join the army!" The guard and the rookie both died laughing.

_That wasn't even that funny…_ Connor thought, a little embarrassed.

"Actually that's exactly what we're doing" Connor piped up in protest, succeeding only producing greater laughter from the guards.

"Face palm." said Kel sarcastically.

"Shut up." Connor hissed.

"Oh stop it; you guys are killing us…" The guard and the rookie stared at each other for a split second, and then once again, howled with laughter.

"But…but seriously, you two wouldn't last ten seconds over that border line." the rookie mocked.

"You wanna bet?" Connor replied angrily.

He pressed on the gas, and they started past the border. A few moments later, they were stopped by a tall man wearing a black ski mask, a crowbar in one hand.

"Outta the quad boys." he said in a low commanding voice.

Reluctantly, the two teens hoped out of their ATV and watched helplessly as the jacker rode off with it.

Kel turned to the guards, "How many seconds was that?"

"Twelve."

Not two seconds after the guard replied, the two boys pointed at them and in one voice yelled, "In your face!"

They slapped their knees and began laughing at the guards. Embarrassed, the rookie and his boss just stared at one another, and then to the teenagers taunting them.

"Oh man you guys just got owned!" Connor said, continuing the hilarity of the situation.

"You guys totally brought that upon yourselves!" Kel shot at them between laughs.

"You thought it was funny before, but look who's laughing now coppers!" they laughed past the point of breath.

Finally, the boys started down the long, not-so-promising road ahead of them, both laughing too hard to care about the fact that they had just lost their only means of transportation.

"That whole situation felt very familiar, don't you think?" said Kel, trying to regain his breath.

"I have no idea what you're talking about." Connor replied, walking off.

…

The sky, tainted with an orange hue which gradually bled into purple, grew darker as the two friends slowly made their way down the deserted road. The mountains, tall and broad, eventually started to fade into the background of the night. It had been nearly four hours since the border crossing, yet the humidity refused to let up. It didn't bother Connor as much as it did Kel, whose heat tolerance was unnaturally low.

"Augh, this heat is killing me..." he complained, sweat pouring from his brow.

"Well then maybe you shouldn't have worn so many dark clothes."

"Hey, how was I supposed to know our vehicle was gonna get jacked?"

"...Fair enough." Connor replied.

"Hey, do you have any more of those portable freezer packs?" Kel asked.

"No, no my last freezer pack melted a few hours ago, remember that?" Connor shot his friend a mean look.

"Hey, my hair was gonna light on fire!"

"Kelly, I already told you like twelve times that it's not even hot enough for that to happen."

"Well it sure felt like it." he murmured under his breath.

"Hey, what's that?" Connor pointed to something off in the distance.

"Wait, what? What?"

"Look where I'm pointing." Connor told him.

Kel could just barely make out what looked like an old motel off in the distance.

"Oh yeah, I see it. So what?"

"It's getting too dark out to walk much further; we'll have to spend the night there."

"Are you sure? It looks, kinda...you know...busted up."

"Would you rather sleep outside?" Connor asked the question like he was talking to an idiot.

"Where the killer cats and the vultures can get me? Hell no."

"Well then, come on lets go."

The door to the first room of the motel opened without a sound, the wind slamming it against the wall as it swung. As the boys stumbled into the dark, the draft slipped inside, slamming the door shut and startling them both half to death.

"Where are we? I can't see a thing in here." Kel said through the black.

"I don't know, flip the light switch."

"Is there even a light switch in here?"

"I don't know."

"Is there even lights?" Kel said sarcastically.

"Kel, shut up of course there is."

The two friends felt blindly along the walls of the room until Connor felt something under his hand.

"Hey genius, I found the switch" he said condescendingly.

"Well, turn it on already." Said Kel, "I hate being blind."

Connor flipped the switch, and immediately wished he hadn't. There on the floor sat a bloody knife, an elite plasma rifle, and what appeared to be a shield of some kind, possibly space pirate in origin. The most frightening part of the scene was splayed on the wall before them. Painted in blood, was a compass rose. Across it read: All hope is gone. Run.

"That's...really creepy." Connor said in a shaky voice.

Kel stayed silent; something he was quite good at.

They turned, and left the room without a word.
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The next few rooms were clean and appeared somewhat sanitary, the boys deciding it was best to stay in the second one they found. There were two beds, directly across the room from each other, each with its own bedside table and lamps. Oddly enough, there was an old-looking computer which sat in the corner of the room.

"Well, this isn't so bad is it?" said Connor. Kel didn't reply.

"I hate it when you do this; one second you won't shut up, and then the next second, you won't say a single word," he complained. Kel still stayed silent.

"What can I say? I'm different." he replied quietly.

"Whatever."

That night, Kel, couldn't fall asleep. Every time he closed his eyes, he would see visions of the bloody compass rose, but there was always something different about it every time. Sometimes it would be less detailed, other times; it would be very large in size, then one time, instead of saying "All hope is gone", it said "Death to us all". Then came a vision that really shook him to his core: as usual, he saw the compass rose…but there was someone beside it: A tall girl, about his height; wearing some kind of black, skin-tight suit, tightly fitting around her gentle curves. Her head was down, her eyes hidden from view, but what really caught Kel's attention, was her hair. It was very long, shiny, beautiful, and tied in a ponytail, but there was something off about it. It was blue, with a strange turquoise hue to it. Aside from her unusual appearance, she was very pretty.

Finally, after about two hours or so, Kel closed his eyes, allowing the darkness cover him once more. This time, however, the visions didn't come; allowing him to fall graciously into the dream world that he forever yearned for.

…

The bright sun shone through the half closed blinds, the wind blowing through the window they forgot to close, startling Connor awake.

"Ugh…dammit. Stupid wind…" he said tired and breathlessly. He noticed Kel wasn't anywhere in the room. Wondering where his friend was, he stood up, and walked outside. He was welcomed by a mixture of blinding sunlight, and hurricane-force winds.

"Ugh. Come on Kelster, were _are _you?" he said aloud, slightly annoyed. It wasn't unusual for his friend to just wander off like this.

"Hey how's it going?" Came a familiar voice from just behind him. Connor jumped.

"Dammit Kelly! One of these days, you're gonna sneak up behind me, startle me and I'm gonna turn around and smack you one…and it _won't _be an accident."

"Yeah, yeah whatever, that's what you always say. So when is that day gonna come anyway?"

"…Soon." Connor said hesitantly.

"Uh-huh… So, anyway, we should probably start walking before the sun gets too high and lights our hair on fire."

"I already told you that you hair cant-"

"'Cant light on fire', I know. I'm just saying, it's hot." Kel replied.

Six perpetually lethargic hours passed, the boys still treading the burning desert plains, without even a glimpse of life in sight. Luckily for them, the motel had plenty of water bottles and ice packs to last them a few hours; however, it didn't help the fact that it was still +38˚C outside. Kel was doing his usual complaining about the heat, talking non-stop about how there weren't enough clouds to darken the day, the way he liked it. Unfortunately, his complaining was the least of their problems; all the freezer packs were gone, and their water supply was running low.

"I think I can make maybe another thirty steps…then, I'm done." Kel said breathlessly.

"Don't talk like that, you'll make it." Said Connor encouragingly. Ten steps later, Kel started to fall.

"Waiter…check please." he said before falling face first into the steaming sand.

"Are you kidding me?" Connor said, slightly surprised, "You said you'd be able to make another thirty steps, fifteen steps ago."

"It was ten actually…" Kel replied, still breathless and exhausted.

"Wait, you counted?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Cause I have nothing better to do!"

"Well I do…" Connor said blankly.

"Yeah? What's that?"

"Texting."

For some strange reason, this caused something inside of Kel to snap.

"Are you kidding me?" He yelled at Connor. "We've been on the road for three days, we've been walking through the burning desert for six hours, and now you're telling me you have nothing better to do than text?"

"Yes."

"Oh my god, you're hopeless…" Kel said, very annoyed.

He couldn't tell if he was seeing things…or if the structure off in the distance was really a building of some sort. Its long, dark shape stretching across the plains, almost too far to see.

"Hey, what's that? I think I see a building off in the distance…"

"It's a mirage. Come on, let's keep moving."

"Wait- what? How do you know? You're staring at a phone screen!"

"Uh…" Connor said, with two thirds of his attention on his phone.

"Could you just look up so you can see what I'm talking about?"

"Just…just hold on one second…"

"…It's been more than a second…" Kel said impatiently.

"Shut up…"

"…Been about 5 seconds…"

"Shut up."

"10 seconds…"

"Shut up!"

"15 seconds-"

"Do you mind? I'll be done when I'm done!" Connor shot back angrily.

Kel couldn't stop himself from doing what he did next. He stood up, and pushed the phone out of Connor's hands. It hit the sand with a loud "thump".

"What the hell man?" Connor said, with his angry 'I'm gonna kill you in a few seconds' tone.

"Will you stop texting for one second and just look?!" Kel said, while gesturing to the building of in the distance.

"Ok, yes, I see it," Connor said, dripping with sarcasm, "It's amazing…whoa…"

"I know, it looks like a pretty big building doesn't it?"

"That…is the biggest boulder I've ever seen in my life!" Connor exclaimed.

"Yeah I know- Wait what?" Kel said, confused.

"Look at it! Don't you see it?" Said Connor, pointing to the spot he claimed to be seeing boulder.

"I…I don't see anything."

"But, it's right there! It's huge!" Connor went on, still pointing.

For a moment, Kel just stood there, clueless. He blinked. "Let's get going…"

Not five steps later, he walked straight into a massive boulder. It caught him completely off guard, and he fell straight to the ground. Surprised, startled and confused, he got up, trying to figure out what had just happened. Then it hit him: Connor was right; there actually was a mirage…which ironically, happened to be camouflaging the boulder right in front of him.

Connor watching as his friend rubbed his head in pain, "See? I told you there was boulder there!"

"I think this desert is getting to our heads. Come on, we let's move."

"Good idea." Connor replied as they started off towards the massive structure.
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After hauling Kel's unconscious body for what felt like hours, Connor finally reached the military base.

_Maybe I should have listened to him when he said he was going to have a heat stroke…_ he thought, on the very edge of heatstroke, himself.

During their long trek to the base, Kel had passed out on the sand, leaving Connor no choice, but to haul him the rest of the way. It would not have been such a burden, had Kel not been so heavy, despite his thin figure.

At long last, Connor reached the base. It stood well over fifty feet tall, outfitted with standard bullet proof glass, massive turret mounted defense walls, and an entrance gate that appeared nearly indestructible. Two carbine wielding soldiers stood guard on a ledge just above the gate.

"You there!" one of them yelled, "Who are you? You're not authorized to be in these parts."

Connor stood quietly for a moment, the weight of his friend beginning to weigh him down in the blazing heat.

"I'm Connor; this is my friend, Kel."

"What happened to him?" the other soldier asked.

"Heat stroke, I'm pretty sure. We were just walking, when without warning, he fell face first into the sand." Connor replied.

"It probably has something to do with all the dark clothing he's wearing."

"Maybe, but he hasn't ever done well in the heat, regardless."

"What are you two doing here anyway? Planning to join the military? At such a young age?"

"Well, we're both nineteen, but yeah pretty much. It wasn't _all_ my idea though… My friend here told me one day that he didn't know what to do with his life, so he said he would join the U.N.S.C. or the Galactic Federation, to fight alongside all the soldiers for the greater good. He's always wanted to explore space, so I'd imagine that's probably the main reason for his ambitions…"

"And you went along with it?" one of the guards pried.

"Well, yeah I mean, I thought it would be the adventure of a lifetime. We studied the most common weaponry, built our own replicas, and used our money to buy an ATV which we used to drive here. Unfortunately, it got stolen yesterday. We've been walking ever since…"

"Sounds like you two have already had quite the adventure…Especially considering we are extremely far from any civilization. But man, you two look absolutely exhausted. Why don't you guys come inside?"

_Wow, that was easy…_ Connor thought.

They entered the gate and began down a narrow hallway, lined with the portraits of soldiers from the U.N.S.C. and the Galactic Federation, alike. At the very end of the line, there were two final pictures on the walls. One was of Samus Aran, clad in her Chozo Varia suit, the other was one of the Master Chief.

Once they reached the end of the hallway, one of the soldiers offered to take Kel to the medical bay, the other soldier escorted Connor to another room which held well over two dozen other people. Judging by their appearances, they were all new recruits, just like the boys. Some of them bore armor, boasting rather large weapons; others simply came dressed in their casual attire.

_Damn, there are a lot of people in here, _Connor thought,_ time to work my magic._

…

Kel's vision blurred, clearing up after a short moment.

"W-what? Hey, where am I? What the hell happened?" he said, lazily sitting up in the bed. His eyes darted about the room, taking in every little detail. He found himself to be in what appeared to be in some kind of strange Cold War–era hospital room.

"What is this place?"

"You're in the medical bay of the military base you and your friend were apparently travelling to." Began the doctor, who stood off the side, observing the readings on his computer screen, "You suffered a terrible heat stroke and passed out, but you should be alright."

"Oh yeah, I think I remember now. That really sucked. I don't think I've ever had a heat stroke before…"

"Be happy you haven't. They cause more trouble than they're worth…"

"Yeah, they most certainly do…" Kel said, almost in a whisper. "So…where'd my friend go to?"

"The one who brought you in here? He's in the waiting room with all the other newcomers…"

"Wait, hold on, _newcomers_?"

"Yes. There are about twenty-eight people in there; most of them just like you; crazy young kids wanting to join the military. We get them all the time…"

"Thanks Doc!" shouted Kel as he sprinted out the door.

The boy quickly exited the medical bay, darting down a long hallway which ended with a sign pointing to various locations: training room, waiting room, gun range, commander's office, etc…

Kel followed the sign's directions and wound up at a large metal door labelled 'Waiting room'. There was no handle to be found, which confused him slightly. He decided to try to push the door open, but as soon as he extended his arm toward it, it slid swiftly into the wall with a quiet hiss.

"Oookay then…" said Kel, almost startled.

He stepped into the room, and immediately saw what the doctor had referred to earlier. It was filled with many other people, some of which were armed, others were not. His eyes scanned the scene before him, searching for Connor, but to no avail. Finally, his eyes landed on his friend, who stood amidst the large crowd, practically the center of attention.

_I should have known, being a social butterfly, that he'd go off into that big crowd and start talking to everyone, _he thought, a little annoyed, but not surprised.

Kel never liked it when Connor when off like that; mostly because he'd have no choice but to go in and attempt to drag him out, which he hated doing. Kel was anything, but social.

"Well, here goes nothin'…" he said quietly. As he started towards the crowd, a new thought made its way into his head,

_You know what? Screw this, I ain't going in there, I'll just wait it out._

There were many chairs and benches all throughout the room, some of them hidden around corners, most of them bolted to the walls. Kel quickly found one relatively out of the way, and sat down to begin sharpening his blades.

_I better not have to sit here very long, _his impatient thoughts scoffed, _I didn't come all this way just to have Connor to lose himself amongst a group of strangers._

He sighed deeply, mentally preparing himself for a long wait.

…

Samus Aran and the Master Chief stood on the second floor, overlooking the waiting room. They observed the many recruits and newcomers; quite surprised at the fact that some of them had dared to come without armor.

"They'll never make it." said the Chief.

"We'll see," Samus replied, "We can't judge them by their appearance."

The Chief's eyes slowly made their way toward the crowd, and spotted Connor.

"I honestly don't know how they expect to survive. Look at them; they have no armor, or protection of any kind. Half of them don't even look physically able to fight. They're just average people."

"Maybe, but that's why we're being chosen to take one or two of them under our wing. If they need training of any kind, they'll get it."

"I hope you're right…"

With that, the Chief turned and left without another word.
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Admiral Dane and Lord Hood stood in the overlook room with Samus, when the Chief left.

"Alright then," said the Admiral, "looks like the Chief is in no mood to talk."

Without a single word, Samus turned and headed through the metallic door and started down a rather narrow walkway, towards ground level. She peered through a door on the bottom floor and saw that most of the people had gathered in a massive crowd around a tall, muscular boy, probably no more than nineteen or twenty years old. Anyone not in the crowd was off somewhere else, seeming as though they wished to avoid any social interaction.

As the Hunter was looking about, she spotted someone… a young one, looking to be about the tall boy's age, with brown, medium length hair, dressed in dark clothes, and partially hidden around a corner, clearly trying to avoid attention. He was sharpening the blades of what appeared to be a brute spiker, or at least a replica of one, along with a couple of daggers. Her curiosity drew her closer.

"Hello there."

"Hey…" the boy responded quietly. As he looked up, his eyes widened.

"Samus Aran…" he began, standing up to greet her, "Wow…not once in my life did I ever think I'd be lucky enough to meet you in person. Ever since I first heard about you, you've been a role model of mine."

"How long have you known about me?" the Hunter asked, a curious look in her eye.

"Since I was about eight, I believe. I was always told that you were one of the greatest warriors the galaxy had ever seen. I would always hear about your many expeditions, your battles against the pirates, Mother Brain, that hideous monster, Kraid…"

"I see you've heard quite a bit about me." Said Samus, a bit startled by just how much the boy knew.

"I most certainly have…and you'd be surprised with how often people make reference to your appearance. They always described you as being very beautiful, with deep blue eyes, and long golden blond hair…looks like those stories were true."

For the first time in a long time, Samus smiled.

"So, what are you doing here on Earth, anyway?"

Samus hesitated for a moment, "I was told we were getting new recruits, as usual, but that this time, the Master Chief and myself would have to take one or two of them under our wing, for what the Admiral calls 'further training'. Personally, I think there are many more important things for us to attend to, but orders are orders…"

"Really?" said the boy, glowing with excitement.

"Yes. However, before anything happens, all the newcomers must pass various tests to see if they meet the prerequisites for joining."

The teenager seemed to deflate slightly, "Oh… that's sounds excruciating."

"Are you here with someone else?" Samus asked, now a little more curious about the boy than before.

"Yeah, with my friend Connor. He's that tall guy over there in the middle of that giant crowd…" He replied, pointing to where Connor was standing. "I'm sure it's quite obvious that he's a little better at making friends than I am."

It was at that moment that the crowd began to break up.

"If you want to talk to him at all, the time would be now..." the boy said.

"It was nice meeting you." Said Samus before she turned and headed in the other direction.

The young teenager stood in complete awe, "It was nice meeting you too."

Samus started to make her way over to Connor, when he spotted her. He waited until she reached him before he spoke.

"Oh my God…" said Connor in complete disbelief, "Samus Aran?"

The Hunter was slightly taken aback by how much she was being recognised, "Yes, how did you know?"

"My friend talks about you every now and then, going on and on about the things you've been through, the places you've explored, the things you've seen. I always found the stories to be quite interesting."

"Your friend is the quite the intriguing one, isn't he." she said looking back to where Kel was sitting. Connor stared off in the same direction, noticing his friend at the far end of the room.

"What the-? How long has _he_ been here?"

"Long enough, for me to have a conversation with him."

"You talked to him?"

"Yes. It wasn't a very long exchange, but it was enough for me to figure out what he's like."

"Ah, I see." Connor replied, looking back to the Hunter, "So what do you think of him?"

"He's definitely a quiet one, very friendly though."

"Oh yeah, but he's a bit shy, as you've probably seen. He'll start to talk a lot more once he's gotten to know you." Connor replied.

"What is it with him anyway? He seemed a little…off."

"He might just be in shock. I mean, in all fairness, he did just meet his idol after waking up from having a heatstroke."

"But there was something else. He almost seemed…repressed."

Connor stayed silent for a moment. Finally he broke his silence, "Do you really want to know why he's like that?"

"Yes." The Hunter replied.

"Alright well, I don't know the whole story, but, from what he told me it all started when he was in school. For some reason, people didn't like him. All he ever tried to do was be nice; but he was met with bullying, harassment, insults, etc. This carried on for almost nine years straight, until it finally stopped."

"Is that why he is how he is?" Samus asked.

"To be honest, I couldn't tell you… At first I thought it was just him holding grudges and not wanting to forgive, but I have my reasons to suspect that there's something he just isn't telling me."

Samus just stood there a moment, processing everything she had just heard. She knew there was something different about the boy, something about the vibes he gave off.

"Did he ever get better?" She finally asked.

"No, not really, he won't let it go. It may be years before he sees any change."

He paused for a moment, "By the way I'm Connor."
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Samus's dark twin sat levitating in the center of a thin column of phazon, a dim turquoise glow illuminating the small room she resided within.

Over the last few cycles, she had been having visions of two individuals speeding across the desert landscape of an unidentified planet, heading straight for what appeared to be a large military base. At first, she disregarded them as meaningless dreams, but their persistent frequency forced her to reconsider.

She closed her vibrant red eyes, delving deep into the depths of her mind. She began searching for her vision's source, scouring the nearby star systems for any sign of the two individuals she had seen. Finally, the extrasensory view from her mind's eye landed her on the subject of her enquiry. She saw what appeared to be two boys on a small, unfamiliar human vehicle, ripping across the dusty landscape of an Earthly desert she did not recognize. After closely observing the two young ones, only one thought came to her head: corruption.

The Dark Hunter spent the next couple of cycles trying to mentally reach the two boys, but with limited success. Humans, of all races, were especially frustrating to tap into, granted, not all of them were susceptible to telepathy or the transferal of thought. The few that were, seemed to only be accessible at night while they were in deep sleep, however, any dreaming or brain activity of any kind would completely nullify any efforts to contact them.

On her first attempt, the taller of the two boys had already drifted off to the dreamland, rendering his mind completely impenetrable. The other one, however, was completely, open. As soon as she invaded his mind, she immediately went through his thoughts and memories. Through the accumulative information stored in the mind of the smaller human, she found out exactly who he was, who his friend was, and the many details of their personalities.

The negative learned all she could; Connor was the outgoing one, Kel was the quiet one, they both loved to fight, and were confident in their own abilities, but there was one thing that for some unexplainable reason, really stood out to the Dark Hunter: Kel's loneliness. On the outside, he seemed perfectly fine…but in reality, he had never felt truly loved. Years of deprivation had left him reeling in an ocean of angst. He had felt emotional pain so powerful, it became physical.

The Dark Hunter carefully went over these memories of emotion and feeling. Maybe she didn't have to corrupt both of them; maybe just one would do…one that could be made completely loyal.

She chuckled at the thought of her future servant; a sinister smile creeping across her pale face.
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The metallic bunk-room door slid open with the faint hiss of metal against rubber. Connor stepped in and immediately jumped at what he saw. In less than ten minutes, Kel had somehow managed to repaint the entire room a dark olive green, and had already hung up a Between the Buried and Me poster.

"What the hell did you do?!" Connor cried.

"They told me to make myself at home." His friend replied innocently. Kel had a knack for occasionally taking things to the extreme.

"Yeah, but I don't think repainting the room was what they had in mind…How'd you do it so fast anyway?"

"Remember that idea I had a while back for the paint bomb?" Kel asked, with a devious smile.

"Yeah, why? Oh wait…never mind." Connor replied, "Anyway, it's time to go down to the training room, or whatever they call it."

"Alright, I'll be there in a minute…" Kel replied as Connor walked off.

…

The training room was packed full with all the new recruits, all of them priming their weapons, or discussing strategies while waiting to go in. Connor stood alone, wondering how many of them will make it through.

_Where's Kel? _His thoughts raced, _If he doesn't get here soon, he'll miss the training…_

Almost as if in response to his thoughts, Kel burst through the door, literally tackling Connor.

"Ow! What the hell?!" He yelled.

Kel's expression was blank, "Sorry 'bout that…I thought I was gonna be late."

"Well, I'd rather be tackled, than be late for the only way into the military…" Connor murmured.

"Outta my way bitches!" Came a sudden call from behind. Connor and Kel were suddenly shoved aside by a young man dressed in a white cloak, decorated with red stripes. He carried various blades and guns on his side, and couldn't have been any more than twenty-five…and so far, hadn't proved to be very likeable.

"Hey, what's your problem bro?" yelled Connor from behind, "Just because you're all dressed up and think you look cool, doesn't give you the right to push people out of the way. Dick."

"Alright then, you just go on believing that…" the young assassin replied in a condescending tone.

"You're a douche bag, you know that?" Connor shot.

"Yeah, you really put the "ass" in assassin!" Kel mocked, laughing at his own joke.

"Kel, shut up, that wasn't even funny."

"Hey, I don't see you making any puns…"

Suddenly, the man turned and ran towards them.

"Oh shit, I think we made him angry!" Said Connor, preparing to jump out of the way.

"Yep…" Kel replied, before being kicked in the stomach, flying halfway across the room, and getting winded against the far wall. By that point, Connor had already drawn his DMR, and was ready to fire, but he didn't see any sign of the assassin. Suddenly, something landed hard on his back, and he was stomped to the floor.

"Dammit!" he yelled, as the man crushed his ribcage. After a short moment, he stepped off of Connor, and walked away without another word. Over on the other side of the room, Kel regained his breath.

"Dammit!" He shouted, "He broke my iPod!"

He stared off in the direction the assailant had gone and drew his two gutting blades, "Ok…now I'm gonna go kill him."

"No, don't," Connor spoke slowly, grabbing his friend's shoulder, "We'll get him in the training arena."

…

After what felt like an eternity, a uniformed soldier came in and spoke to everyone about what was going to happen. He made reference to simulations, basic martial arts training they were to be put through, and other small details.

They were all led into one small room with many doors in it, each one labelled appropriately: Shooting range, CQC, Fighting arts, etc. All the newcomers were escorted the CQC room first, and were given a briefing on what was to happen.

"Alright people," the uniformed soldier spoke, "The letters "CQC" stand for Close Quarters Combat, giving you a fairly good idea on what fighting style you're to be trained with first."

There were a few whispers and murmurs among the crowd.

"There will be many different CQC training simulations," he went on, "Martial arts fighting, assassinations, how well you handle CQC weapons, and a few more. Once you are inside, the door will be shut and locked for security reasons, and if you came with one or more people, then you will be split off into a group with just you and your team. Cooperation is key here."

The soldier turned and typed a code into the door panel, as it quickly slid open and disappeared into the wall. The room was very dark, and upon stepping inside, flared and sparked to life, blinding the majority of the recruits. Standing there in the middle of the room were three soldiers, waiting to assign everyone to their respective groups. Being as anxious as they were to begin their training, Connor and Kel ran for the first solider, informing him they were there together. The man nodded and then escorted them to their first station: assassinations.

The next room they were brought to was filled with obstacles, high platforms, and plenty of practice drones.

"Alright you two," the soldier began, "Your training will start with practice assassinations, or as I've heard the kids call it 'Ninja skill'."

The soldier smiled then went on, "You two can go ahead and start where ever you feel confortable, we will be monitoring you from up above."

About twenty feet above them was an enclosed room with angled, reinforced windows looking down upon the field. Kel looked up, and was pleasantly surprised to see that Samus was standing there along with Master Chief and a few other soldiers. She smiled sweetly when she saw him, boosting his confidence indefinitely.

"We better not screw this up…" Connor began, "Not with them watching."

"Don't worry man, we've got this." Kel responded quietly.

With that, the two boys bolted for the nearest barrier, waiting for the right moment to attack.
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Kel crouched silently, blade in hand, waiting for the signal from his friend. Connor stood completely still, DMR drawn, maintaining his cover behind a thin wall. A few moments passed, then he gave the signal to engage. Quickly, Kel stabbed the barrier in front of him, and began scaling the wall, using his knife as a climbing tool. Connor jumped and did a tuck-and-roll off to the side, landing behind another barrier. Kel sat patiently, perched on top of the ten foot barrier, with the demeanor of an owl waiting for its prey.

For a split second, Connor revealed himself, firing off a few shots in an attempt to distract the training bot. A few of the bullets went right through the robot, causing it to quickly turn around, prime its arm cannon, and fire a missile back at its assailant.

"Holy-!" Connor shouted as the missile slammed into the wall, exploding in a shower of fire and shrapnel. Seeing an opportunity, Kel began run along the top of the barrier, utilizing the bot's momentary preoccupation to his advantage. As Connor fired off more shots, Kel jumped from the structure, side flipping mid-air, and landing his blade in the center of the bot's head. The knife went straight through its thin metal skull, penetrating the robot's computerized nervous system. The bot buckled, then fell face first to the floor.

"Hell yeah!" cheered Connor triumphantly.

"Fist pound for teamwork." Said Kel, holding out his fist.

Connor returned the gesture, "We should do that again."

"You know, I think that's an awesome idea." Kel replied, breaking into a sprint towards the next few barriers.

…

"I can't believe the did that." Said the Chief, quietly, "They're pretty good for a couple of kids."

"I told you they would do it." Samus replied, smiling slightly.

"Well, let's see how they fare in the next few tests…" the Chief added, an unusual eagerness in his voice.

They watched intently as the two teenagers hide behind the barriers, appearing as cautious as ever. Connor carefully passed a small glowing object to Kel, who, upon equipping it, vanished entirely. The next thing they knew, his knife came from seemingly out of nowhere, slicing into the robot's head and completely disabling it. As the training bot fell to the ground, Kel reappeared behind it.

"Just _how_ exactly did they get their hands on an Active camo armor ability?" The Chief asked, sounding quite surprised.

"I wish I had an answer, Chief. You never know what these boys will do next…" Samus replied.

The next few assassinations went just as smoothly as the first few. In one instance, Connor managed to tackle the seven foot robot, then, using one of the blades Kel had passed him, pierced the face of the emotionless machine. Once there were only two bots left, a crazy idea made its way into Connor's mind.

"Hey, do you mind if take these two?"

"Go right ahead…" his friend replied.

As silent as the shadows, Connor snuck up behind one of the robots, took hold of its head and twisted it off with a barbarian-like intensity. He then threw it at the second robot, the sharp exposed beams impaling its body.

"How could he have possibly known the frame's weak points?" exclaimed Samus.

"Luck, maybe?" the Chief suggested.

The next few hours of training went better than anyone could have anticipated. Kel decided it would be best not to let on that he was a near-black belt, allowing him to beat anyone he was pitted against. Connor aced his target practice, passing with flying colors, the co-op sniping being no more than child's play. Hours later, as the day was coming to an end, the Admiral, Lord Hood, the Chief and Samus began discussing who to accept.

"Those two young boys are very good together," Samus put forth, "they work as a team and are able to take on almost anything that's thrown at them. Not to mention, I very much admire their enthusiasm."

"That may be true, but that Jim is also extremely good with the assassinations and close combat fighting." The admiral stated, referring to the less-than-desirable narcissist Connor and Kel had bashed heads with earlier.

"Fair enough, but I hate his attitude. He seems to think that he's better than everyone else." The Chief responded.

"I agree, we should probably rethink using him… Now from what Samus tells me, the other two are quite agreeable, following orders without question. That's a good trait to have." said Lord Hood.

The Admiral was in deep thought, "We'll see. But first, they must fight."

Samus looked up, "You mean those two and the assassin?"

"No, not the two of them…just one." Lord Hood replied in a very serious tone.

"But sir, they'll kill each other!" The Chief said in protest.

"That's the point." Lord Hood bore an expression of boredom.

Everyone froze, unable to believe what had just come out of his mouth.

"Of course, we don't want them to actually murder one another, that is just what we're going to tell them." Hood continued, "This is their final test; a test of composure. We need to see how they behave in life or death situations."

Without another word, the man left the room.

…

Only three remained standing in the training arena: the two boys and their first nemesis.

"Alright, I don't know how you two losers are still here, but you're going down just like all the others." Said Jim insultingly.

"What are you doing here, anyway Jim? Did someone leave your cage open?" Kel replied insultingly.

"Dog's gotta be the dog…" the assassin replied, looking over to Connor, "the bone's gotta be the bone."

"You're an asshole!" Connor spat.

"You're a lame virgin teenager with daddy issues." Jim shot back.

"Oh! That is so it!" Connor screamed, tackling Jim to the ground, wailing on him with all his might. Kel ran up to help his friend, drawing one of his knives. He jumped on the two of them, ready to drive the blade straight into the assassin's face. Seconds before following through with his intentions, a voice from behind yelled "Stop!"

Kel froze and looked back. There he saw Lord Hood standing with an unimpressed expression on his face.

"Get off of him. Both of you." He said, steel in his voice.

"Oh, come on! We just got to this point, and we may never get this far again!" Connor protested. "Can't I just punch him just one more time?"

"Get off of him now."

"Yes sir…" Connor replied, reluctantly.

A brief moment after the three stood up, Jim turned and back handed Kel across face, causing him to fall backwards, landing hard on the concrete floor.

"You son of a bitch!" Connor cried out in vengeance, once again tackling the young man to the ground.

"Enough! All of you!" Lord Hood snapped.

"He just bitch slapped my friend in the face!" Connor yelled back. "What do you expect me to do, _stand_ there?"

Hood was silent for a moment. "Just stop with the fighting. Now. And Jim…_don't _do that again."

"Yes sir…" Jim replied hastily, slowly standing back up.

"Lay that hand on my friend again, and you won't get it back…" Connor whispered angrily.

"Now I have some…unexpected news for the three of you…" the commanding officer lied, "Since you all tied, and Samus and the chief can only take two of you…you're going to have to fight."

"Wait, what?" Kel replied, still in pain from the slap.

"Sir…" Jim began, "the complexities of your pranks escape me."

"He probably doesn't even know what half of those words meant." Connor whispered, Kel snickering in response. The assassin shot them both a dirty look.

"This is no prank, son. You and one of them will fight."

"Alright then… In that case, I'll own these two, then fly off into deep space with Samus." Jim said confidently.

"Jim, I'm not sure you heard me correctly; you will fight _one_ of them, which means if you do beat him, you'll be partnered with the other."

Jim groaned, rolling his eyes.

"Sir, if one of us losses, we both lose. We won't go without each other." Kel said.

"Aww, how adorable." Said Jim rudely.

"Shut up! You don't even know how to spell that!"

"At least I don't cry myself to sleep every night."

"Two wrongs don't make a right, Jim." Kel scoffed, "Just ask your parents."

"You mother fu-!"

"Quiet you two!" yelled Lord Hood, cutting Jim off. "Now, I'm going to leave you for a moment while you decide who will fight. When I come back, you better be ready."

With that, the man walked off.

Connor and Kel stood there for a moment, processing everything they had just been told.

"I'll fight him…" Kel began.

"Wait, what?" Connor cut him off. "Ok, I know you have hand to hand combat training, but you'll totally kill each other!"

"I'll be fine. Trust me." Kel replied quietly, heading for Lord Hood.

"…I don't like this…" Connor murmured. "Pitting those two against each other? Not a good idea…"
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Kel and Jim were both lead down a dark hallway into a massive training room filled to the brim with obstacles, and barriers. Clearly, this was not going to be an ordinary fight.

"Man, this place is badass!" exclaimed Jim as he stepped in, eyes lighting up.

He looked over to Kel who blankly stared back.

"The hell are _you_ lookin' at?" said the boy quietly, ice in his gaze.

"Oh me? I'm just taking one last good look at your pretty-boy face before it gets smashed in." said Jim, with a cruel smile.

"Don't get your hopes up, Jimmy. You won't lay a finger on me more then, oh, I'd say about four times before I break every bone in your body." Kel replied.

"Man, you just _love_ to run your mouth, don't you, kid?"

"Come on man, shock me. Say something intelligent."

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

"Seriously? Man, if what you don't know can't hurt you, you must be invulnerable."

Jim scoffed, walking off towards the center of the room. Kel noticed about a hundred meters away there was a small room that resembled what might look like a small pill box made up of glass. Inside stood the Admiral, Lord Hood, the Chief, Samus and Connor, each one with their eyes glued to the window. Suddenly there came the sound of Lord Hood's voice from the loudspeakers above.

"I have just started a timer set for one minute, as soon as it reaches zero the fight will begin. You are free to use any methods necessary to defeat your opponent. Good luck to you both."

In response to his statement, Jim drew a hidden blade and a magnum, smiling grimly. Kel brought out his two gutting blades, loosening his joints in preparation. He looked over to Connor who slowly shook his head in disapproval. Upon seeing this, Kel put his blades away. Connor was right; he didn't need a weapon to beat someone. After a brief moment, the buzzer sounded.

"Think fast, cupcake!" Jim yelled, flinging one of his throwing knives.

Kel dodged the blade, bending back so far; he was nearly able to form a bridge. Quickly, he came back up, bolting towards the assassin. Almost impressed, Jim aimed his magnum and fired. Kel jumped, spinning like a drill, somehow managing to dodge Jim's shot. He hit the ground hard, summer-salting, regaining his balance and continuing his sprint towards his foe.

"Holy hell!" Jim yelled as Kel slammed into him, pinning him on the floor. Jim bent back, using both feet to kick Kel off of him. The young boy flew through the air, landing hard on his tailbone, yelping in pain. He quickly stood back up, pulling out his hunting blade, then dashing towards Jim as he whipped out two heavy pistols and fired. Kel bent back, sliding on his knees; letting the two shots fly harmlessly over him, then stood back up once more as he closed in on the assassin.

"You just don't know when to give up do you?!" Jim shouted, hiding his fear.

"I am a slow learner!" Kel yelled, slashing at Jim and splitting his arm open.

Jim screamed in pain, retaliating with a sucker punch to Kel's stomach, following up with a powerful kick. Kel flew back, hitting a metal barrier about eight feet away. Jim kneeled down, furiously trying to wrap his wound in the little time he had. Seeing his distraction, Kel took his hunting knife, stabbed the wall, and then climbed to the top of the twelve foot barrier, running along its peak with the stealth of a cat.

"Clever boy…" Samus whispered.

Eventually Jim stood up, frantically looking about, trying to see where the boy had gone.

"What the hell? Where'd you go?! Show yourself!" he shouted angrily.

Panicking, he drew his two hidden blades, backed up against a nearby barrier and began scanning the room for his missing opponent. Unfortunately, he never once considered the possibility that his enemy could be right above him.

Just like in the earlier training, Kel perched himself directly above his target. He sheathed his blade, then side flipped off the barrier without a sound. He landed right on top of Jim, double knife handing his temples. The assassin staggered, stunned. Kel ran spun around sideways, then flipped over and landed a spinning kick on Jim, sending him straight to the ground. Kel firmly set his foot down on the young man's chest as he tried to get up, kicking away his weapons before he had the chance to do anything.

"Go to hell." said Jim through clenched teeth.

"I can't. I'm a Christian." Kel replied with a smile on his face.

"It's over sir, I won." he began; looking towards the glass box, gesturing to Jim's defeated form.

"Son, I think you misunderstood, to win you must kill your opponent." Lord Hood replied.

"A true hero doesn't kill his allies." Kel replied, taking his foot off of Jim, starting towards the exit door.

Lord Hood greeted him when he reentered the sheltered box.

"You did well, son."

"Thank you sir."

"Now as for you…" said Hood, turning to Connor, "I think it's about time you did a little "advanced" training."

Connor's face went a little pale. "Oh god."

Immediately, Lord Hood along with the Admiral led the group into a massive steel platted room, roughly around the size of two football fields, with what appeared to be cannons protruding from the walls. Off to the side, there was another glass box identical to the one in the first room. This time Connor was left outside, waiting for further instructions while the others went behind the glass.

Lord Hood stepped up to the mike, "Alright, what we've selected for is you is an evasiveness test. What will happen is we'll fire a few shot at you, and you'll have to dodge them as best as you possibly can."

"Wait, wait back up! Did you say shots? Like bullet shots?" Connor protested, "How the hell am I supposed to dodge those?"

"Oh, don't worry," Hood replied. "We'll fire a few missiles instead, their much easier to dodge."

"God dammit." Connor muttered under his breath. "All right, let's do this!"

Straightaway, the first missile was launched.

"Come on Connor!" Kel yelled into the mike. "If I can dodge bullets, you can dodge missiles!"

His confidence now boosted, he jumped straight for the oncoming explosive, and let it sail directly below him. He landed, summer-salted, then quickly stood back up. The next projectile came right for his head. In a split second, he bent back a far as he could, narrowly dodging the rocket. The next thing he knew, three missiles were shot all at once from the wall. With hardly any time to react, he leaped for the middle one, snatching the shell, and pushing it behind him on an angle, sending it straight into one of the other ones, knocking them both out of the air. The last missile took an unexpected turn, redirecting back at him.

"What the hell?" Connor yelled, avoiding missile by mere inches.

Suddenly, nine missiles were launched from the tubes.

"Holy shit!" Connor screamed, running and ducking into cover.

Inside the control room, Lord Hood and Admiral Dane scrambled over to the control panel, furiously working away at the buttons and levers, trying to stop the explosives

"No, no, no! This isn't right!" The Admiral cried, "There should _never_ be that many missiles on the field! Something's gone terribly wrong. I can't override the controls!"

The missiles impacted, swallowing Connor in a cloud of smoke. Everyone except for Kel gasped, running outside. A good half of the room was left shrouded in a dark grey haze, making it nearly impossible to see clearly. Lord Hood and the Admiral both brought out scanners and motion trackers, both failing to bring anything up.

"Is he gone?" asked the Chief.

Kel turned, staring into the gaseous smoke cloud.

"No, he's alive alright." he replied. As if in response to his statement, Connor walked out of the smoke completely untouched.

"Just how the hell did you survive that?" Lord Hood asked, anxiously.

"It's sort of a secret." Connor replied, the strange armor plating on his right arm flashing dimly, as though it were powering down.

"Please tell us." Said the Admiral, "We would like know…"

"Uh, he can't." Kel began. "It's a secret."

"Teenagers…" Mumbled Hood under his breath.

"So uh, anyway…" Connor began, "what the hell happened? You could've killed me!"

"It wasn't our doing…" The Admiral replied, "The system mal-functioned, which is partially what's scaring me. You see, the control panels that contain all of the wiring to the missile launchers are heavily guarded and well armored. Not only is no one aloud in there, but there is an air-tight steel door protecting the panels. I think we'd better check it out…"

The group headed for the steel exit door, which, to their dismay, was found to have been welded shut from the intense heat generated by the missiles.

"Alright, stand back…" Said Connor, removing what appeared to be a small bomb from his left pocket.

"Where did you find that explosive?" pried Hood.

"Uh, I found it." Connor replied, placing the explosive on the door and arming it.

"Move!" he shouted, as he and Kel did a tuck and roll out of the way. The rest of the group ran for cover.

For such a small device, it had quite the massive effect. The door was literally ripped in half, sending both pieces flying to the sides.

Quickly, the group made their way through the shattered door frame into the gun-metal gray corridor.

"This way." Said the Admiral, leading them down the dark hallway to what was supposed to be a closed steel door. The panel had been ripped from its hinges, the frame was badly dented.

"Something's been here…" Said the Chief.

"Why do you say something," Asked Kel, "And not someone?"

"Because," the Chief went on, "look at the stress marks on the hinges here. It suggests that the door was physically pulled out…something that very few beings can successfully do."

Suddenly, a sharp glow of bluish-white began to generate out of thin air, forming into a sharp sword.

At the very last possible second, Samus and the Chief, realizing what it was, dove to save the boys and the commanding officers.

"It's a cloaked elite!" Yelled the Samus, "Me and the Chief can handle this, the rest of you get out of here!"

"There's no way in hell we're leaving now!" said Connor, unclipping his rifle. The Admiral and Lord Hood were already out the door.

Samus dodged a swipe from the elite's sword. "We can't risk losing you two! You have to go, now!"

Connor smiled, looking to Kel. "Well, we were always the stubborn ones."

"I second that!" Kel replied.

Feeling that Samus and the Chief were getting in their way, Connor grabbed them from behind, and shoved them out the door. Immediately afterwards, Connor threw a barrier generator to the ground, preventing anyone from leaving, or entering the room. Now, it was just them and the elite.

"Finally, no more distractions." said Kel, a mischievous grin on his face.

"Time to have some fun." Connor added, cracking his knuckles.

The elite stood in front of the console defiantly, clutching its sword much tighter than before. It waited patiently for one of the boys to make the first move. Without warning, Connor swung his DMR at the jawed alien, which dodged the attack and then lunged back towards him. Kel knew what he had to do. He jumped at the Sangheili, catching it off balance mid-air, and tackling it to the ground. He brought out one of his gutting blades, and went to stab the alien in the mouth. Reacting much faster than they expected, the elite swiped the blade right out of his hand before it was thrusted down its throat. It then threw Kel off and jumped back up, springing towards him.

"Oh no you don't!" Connor yelled, climbing the elite's back. He grasped the front of the alien's head with one hand, and then took the back with the other. With all his speed and might, he quickly twisted the elite's head, snapping its neck.

The Sangheili fell to the floor, its sword deactivating.

"Covenant bastard." Said Connor, under his breath.

Kel stood back up, holding out his clenched hand for a fist pound, "Nice assassination."

"Thanks, man." Connor replied, returning the gesture.

With that, the two boys deactivated the shield, and then headed back out the door.
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"What were you two thinking?" Said Lord Hood angrily. "You could have been killed!"

"Yeah?" Connor replied, "Well, here we are!"

"Whether you survived or not is irrelevant at this point. What matters is the fact that you _could've_ been killed. Another part of what you did, disturbed me, mostly because you've just shown us that you aren't guaranteed to follow orders…and that is something we cannot have."

Both boys nodded in silent, shameful acknowledgment.

"Dismissed." Declared Hood, before turning and heading out through a dark doorway, followed by the Chief and the Admiral.

Kel looked at the floor. "I'm sorry."

Connor smacked him upside the head. "No you're not."

"Ow." Said Kel tiredly, glancing at his phone. "Holy hell, its 11:00. No wonder I'm so damn sleepy."

"These training days seem to last forever, but once they're done, it's like you don't even know where the time went." Said Samus, staring off in the direction the others had gone.

"Heh, sounds like school…" Connor remarked.

Kel snickered. "I hear that."

They headed out the door, and started towards the living quarters.

"You two don't mind if I walk with you to your room do you?" Samus asked.

"Nope."

"Not at all. I mean we're pretty much friends now, right?" Said Kel, looking over at the bounty hunter.

Samus laughed, "Yes, we're friends."

"Sweet."

…

They arrived at the steel door blocking the entrance to their bunk room. Kel typed a four-digit code into a small number pad in the wall, disabling the locking mechanism and allowing the door to slide open.

He stepped in and looked back to Connor who stood still outside the door frame.

"You're not going to bed?" Samus asked, slightly confused.

"Nah, I'm too awake to go to bed." The boy replied, "Do you know where the gym is?"

"Yeah… I'll show you." Samus answered, looking back, smiling sweetly, "Good night."

"Good night." Kel replied.

The moment his head hit the pillow, he dropped straight out of consciousness.

…

Samus led Connor down another narrow hallway, which there appeared to be an abundance of in the building. The corridor seemed to stretch on forever, giving her the perfect chance to ask him the question that had been circling her head ever since she saw the two in the waiting room.

"So…why'd you two decide to join the force? Did it have anything to do with….you know what, never mind…"

"Wait, what?" Connor asked.

"Here's the gym." She said, ignoring his question.

"No, seriously, what were you talking about?"

"Oh, you'll find out soon enough." She replied, almost amused by his curiosity.

The vast gym stretched out before them. It was about two hundred meters across and around a hundred meters wide, packed wall to wall with all the equipment any one person could ever need.

"Ooh." said Connor excitedly.

"The best part is, it's all yours."

"What?" He couldn't believe his ears.

"That's right; all yours. No one _ever_ comes around here this time of night."

Connor pulsed with excitement, "Hell yeah."

Until around 1:00 in the morning, the teen allowed his unbreakable drive to take control of him. He worked tirelessly, pushing himself to every limit he could reach. Eventually, fatigue began to take over, as he went and laid down on a nearby bench, shutting his eyes for a few minutes. After a little while, he started to feel as though something was moving, or crawling across his face. He then opened his eyes, and saw a familiar face.

"Chelsea?" He said in disbelief. He wasn't able to figure out what was going on, or how she had gotten into the base, but he didn't care. Her presence was soothing.

_It __must__ be a dream…_he thought.

It soon became clear that it wasn't. She was really there, but how? His tired brain struggled to jog its memory. Then, it hit him: He remembered talking with her a few months back, when she had brought up the idea of joining the armed forces in service of her country and her race. Clearly, she had had no trouble getting in.

All things considered, it did not matter to Connor _why_ she was there, or how she had even found him…all he knew was that the girl he'd always loved was there with him, and _nothing_ was more important.

Slowly, Connor sat up, hugging her gently, "Hey, how's my angel?"

Moments from response, the girl was silenced by the blaring an alarm.

"What the fu- What's going on?" Connor asked, startled.

"We're under attack." Chelsea said grimly, her eyes wide.

…

As Kel slept, the same unsettling images blurred across his mind's eye, only much worse than before. The blue-haired girl remained, this time, raising her head.

If only she hadn't. Her eyes were a deep crimson red, like the eyes of a demon.

Kel froze, unable to move. The girl reached out, gently placing a hand on him. He expected it to be cold, but was met with warmth. Suddenly his vision flashed, and he began to feel more relaxed than he had ever been in his life. It were as if all of his troubles had been washed away. Then he woke up.

Samus shook him until he was completely awake.  
>"Wh- what? What the hell is going on?" he asked, half awake.<p>

"We're under attack! The space pirates and the covenant have launched a coordinated strike on the base! We have to move!" Samus replied, practically dragging Kel out the door.

"Wait!" the boy protested, slowly regaining consciousness, "I need my weapons!"

He quickly ran to the bedside table and snatched his spiker, his knives and as many clips as he could hold. Then he bolted out the door after Samus.

…

The dropships were innumerable, blotting out the light of the moon, looming silently over the base like birds of prey waiting to strike. Antennae picked up the ship's signals, and immediately sent response beacons to the outside turrets. The many mounted guns turned and began firing steel slugs at the incoming ships, bringing down a few, but not enough.

The vessels immediately retaliated, creating a wall of shots, a massive wave of dark beam and energy mixed into one giant death cloud. Every single turret was completely obliterated, the defense walls severely damaged, exposing little bits of wire and thin steel pillars. The ships advanced.

A couple hundred marines rushed out of the steel blast doors, returning fire to the incoming ships. In a few short minutes, most of them were wiped out. About seven or eight scorpions quickly exited the building as the ships prepared to move in. They fired their main cannons, successfully bringing down at least twenty eight drops ships before being destroyed, themselves. The ships then began to land, deploying countless infantry troops. Pure chaos ensued.

Connor, Chelsea, Kel, Samus and the Chief came rushing through what was left of the blast doors, taking cover behind a wrecked drop ship, peering out at the devastation.

"Alright, just how the hell are we supposed to fight back against _that_?" said Kel, already feeling defeated.

"Don't worry, we'll figure something out." The Chief replied.

"Yeah, come on, don't lose hope just yet. Remember; we can overcome anything with this many allies." Said Connor, not feeling too sure of himself either.

Kel looked around, seeing all the dead bodies of the soldiers lying across the field.

"By 'allies' are you counting dead and alive, or just alive?" he said sarcastically, but clearly frightened.

Connor shot him a 'give me a break' look. "Hey, no smartass remarks. Let's move!"

The two boys began to run, but were stopped short when the Chief grabbed them by their shirt collars, dragging them back behind cover.

"Not, so fast! You two can't just run out like that, you won't last a minute out there." The Chief scolded.

"Exactly, there's too many of them. We need some sort of diversion." Samus added, peering through a hole in the ruined ship.

The ground troops were everywhere. Grunts, jackals and hunters were checking the marine bodies, ensuring that they were dead, while brutes and elites along with a few space pirate commandos penetrated the base.

"But whatever we're gonna do, we have to do it fast; they're already breaking in!" Said Chelsea.

"Don't worry, we've got this…" said Connor, a little grin on his face. He looked over at Kel. "You know what to do…"

On Kel's back, there appeared to be two sharp steel rods, each one with a little orange light on its side. He snatched one off his back, then pressed the orange button. The razor-sharp rod extended, sprouting many additional spikes from its center.

"What is _that_?" the Chief asked.

"What? So I'm a freak just because I like sharp things? Bite me." Kel replied, almost offended.

He glanced around the corner of the downed ship, spotting an elite that, in theory, would have been too far for him to reach with any sort of hand-thrown weapon. Regardless of the distance, the boy flung the spear-like device. As it soared through the air, there came a faint popping sound, the spear suddenly propelling itself twice the expected distance.

"What the hell is that thing?" Chelsea asked.

"It's a custom grenade model that Kel and I designed." Connor replied, "It has these awesome mini air jets stuck inside of it that make it go farther if you had a bad throw, or if the enemy is too far away. Like so."

The grenade flew through about fifty feet through the air, impaling the elite's upper torso, and detonating. Spikes and shrapnel flew in all directions, literally ripping the alien's body in half, and killing about three grunts, four jackals, and two space pirates in the process. A startled brute spun around, wildly firing off shots, accidentally killing a few grunts.

The group watched intensively; this was their chance.

"Move!" Connor yelled, sprinting through the field, with Kel close behind.

Connor took drew his DMR and began popping off shots at the nearby enemies. He jumped and did a tuck n' roll, dodging a few oncoming dark beam shots. He quickly regained his stance, literally blowing the brains out of a space pirate that was unfortunate enough to be close to him. Angered, an elite sprinted to attack Connor, energy sword in hand. The alien's back side was turned to Kel who ran up from behind, jumped on its back, and drove one of his blades through the top of the reptile's head.

"Thanks." said Connor.

"Just returning the favor." Kel replied, grinning.

The two boys both ran off in opposite directions, creating a diversion. Connor began to run and gun, all the while avoiding the shots fired in return. He ran and ducked behind a piece of one of the shattered Spirits, coming up with the perfect plan. He unclipped the only flash grenade he had, and then threw it as hard as he could. It passed through the air, right above the heads of a space pirate squad. Using his precise aim, Connor shot the grenade while in mid-flight, blinding the enemies. Now stunned, startled and confused, the pirates began to run around firing off shots at random, hoping to kill whatever it was that had blinded them. Unfortunately, the only things they managed to kill were each other, as well as a few of their covenant allies.

"Ha! Take that you pillaging bastards!" Connor shouted from behind cover.

Far on the other end of the battle field, Kel ran about, taking out as many targets as he possibly could. It wasn't as easy as anyone would think, but he managed, regardless.

A heavy weapons grunt wielding a fuel rod canon fired repeatedly at Kel, clearly becoming frustrated by its lack of hits. Finally, the last shot in the magazine was launched from the canon. Kel leaped into the air, arching his back and flipping over the bright green projectile as it slipped past beneath him. He landed, speedily regained his stance, whipped out one of his knives, and then bolted for the grunt that was now fleeing in terror. He was nearly upon his prey, when from out of nowhere; a powerful force struck him in the side. He flew about fifteen feet, landing hard on the rough sand. He immediately got up and looked around to see what had hit him. A brute, rather large even for its species, and wielding a fully loaded mauler, sprinted towards him. Kel pulled out his last custom grenade, waiting for just the right moment. He activated the explosive spear, and then threw it with all his might. It stuck hard in the brute's shoulder, but didn`t detonate.

_Dammit! _He thought, _It must have shorted out! What now?_

Immediately, an idea came to his mind. Although it was quite risky, he figured that if he didn't want to get pounded into the ground by an angry space ape, he would have to do it. Without a second thought, he ran towards the brute, jumping and latching onto its armor. He grabbed the spike grenade, and tore it right out. The brute howled in pain, spinning around and back-handing Kel in the face. He yelped in pain as he flew back a few feet before landing on the cement road that was nearby. Now angered by the brute's resistance, he stood up, spun the spiked explosive around in his hand, and then sprinted towards the gorilla-like alien. He jumped and drove the grenade right through the brute's upper torso, then back flipped off of its chest plate. He then drew his spiker and shot the explosive.

Nothing remained of the brute, except small bits of bloody shrapnel.

"Ugh, I'm not doing _that_ again…" said Kel, disgusted by what he just did. Figuring he had created enough of a diversion, he dashed back to the downed dropship, sliding behind cover with the rest of the group.
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Connor, having successfully created a diversion, was sent flying when something erupted behind him.

"Gah! What the hell?" He screamed, landing hard on the road nearby. He looked up, and to his dismay, saw that no more than twenty feet from him stood a hunter, the sharp spines on its back arched and its shielded arm in a defensive position.

_Ah hell, here we go…_

He rose to his feet, waiting for the massive armored space mollusk to get close. He jumped as it swung its massive shield, latching onto its armor. Frustrated, the hunter flailed its arm, attempting to fling off the pesky human. Connor climbed as fast as he could, scaling its oversized plating and onto its back; there wasn't much the hunter could do now. The boy stuck his DMR right into the hunter's back and fired multiple rounds. Suddenly, Connor began to feel the alien tipping back.

"Oh shit!" he screamed, quickly realizing what was about to happen. He leapt from the oversized slug's armor as it fell to the ground with a loud thud. Upon landing, Connor snatched a plasma grenade from the ground, and stuck it to the downed hunter's head plate. An explosion of orange blood followed.

"Ok, that's disgusting, but awesome." Connor thought out loud as he spun around and dashed back to cover with the rest.

"Nice diversion." Samus commented, keeping her eyes on the battle field. "Now that they're startled and confused, this'll be much easier."

The Chief reached for a nearby fallen soldier's sniper rifle.

"Ooh, a rifle! Let me see that!" exclaimed Connor, stealing the rifle from the Spartan's hands.

"What do you think you're doing?" said the Chief, impatiently.

Ignoring the man's clearly frustrated tone, Connor popped off a shot at three distant grunts, the bullet piercing each one in an instant. Using the next three bullets in the magazine, he successfully brought an enraged hunter before it closed in.

"Wow, now even _that_ I haven't seen him do before…" Kel whispered.

"That was quite…impressive." The Chief remarked.

"Thanks, but I'm not done yet." Connor replied, "There's still a whole other clip left in this thing…"

He then spotted a space pirate commando off in the distance.

"Oh, you're mine…" he murmured, grinning. He shot twice, managing to do little else than anger the heavily shielded pirate.

"Frick." said Connor under his breath.

"What? What did you do?" Kel asked.

"Nothing, nothing… This pirate is just…really strong, that's all."

"Please don't tell me you shot at a commando."

"Well, let's say that hypothetically I did…"

"Ugh, Connor, we studied these things for weeks, you know you need at least two full clips to bring down one of those things!"

"I know, but I thought if I got a few headshots, I'd kill it."

Unfortunately, the smoky paths left by the rifle's shots were enough for the commando to track the sniper. The alien extended its battle blades and began a full on sprint towards the suspected cover area of the assailant.

"Oh shit, he's coming for us!" Connor yelled, firing the last two shots from the clip. The rounds passed through the pirate's arm plate, dealing little damage.

"Dammit! What now?"

Just then, a few rapid shots of ripe phazon were fired from over head, taking out the pirate's heavy armor.

"Now!" the Chief shouted.

Reacting as fast as possible, Kel grabbed a nearby frag grenade, primed it, and then threw it with all his might. The commando was finished. The shrapnel tore its armor to shreds, riddling its exposed flesh and killing it in the space of a second.

"Good job." The Chief, patting Kel on the shoulder.

"Thanks…" the boy replied, "But, who shot that phazon?"

"You know about phazon?" the Chief asked.

In reality, Connor and Kel had both known about the blue poison, the pirates, and the covenant for quite some time before they had come to the base. Stories, rumors and leaked military information had floated throughout the city for years. The war was a commonly brought up topic.

Before Kel could answer the Spartan, a voice came from overhead.

"That was me."

Above them stood Jim, clad in his newly equipped phazon enhancement device.

"Oh, hey Jim, I was hoping you died." Greeted Kel, coldly.

"I'm truly touched by how grateful you are…oh, and you're welcome for saving your asses." the narcissistic assassin replied, a cocky smirk on his face.

"Hold on…" Kel began, "if you hate me, why did you save us like that?"

"I wasn't trying to save _you _twinkie; I just couldn't bear to see this beauty get hurt." He said, gesturing to Samus. The Hunter rolled her eyes.

"Ass." murmured Connor.

"What was that, dipshit?" Jim shot.

"Wouldn't you like to know?"

"Guys, guys, let's not start anything, ok?" Chelsea pleaded, "We're still in the middle of a battle field for crying out loud!"

"She's right. We need to keep our heads on straight." Connor added.

"And at what cost?" Kel whispered, "Look at what's out there. We can't hope to kill them all…"

His point was made clear when the group looked back out towards the field. The scene before them was littered with space pirates and covenant infantry; what they had managed to kill was insignificant compared to what was left. With the odds stacked against them, they only had one option: retreat.

"I hate to say it, but Kel's right." Said the Chief, grimly, "We need to fall back."

"We can take cover in the mountains." Samus suggested, "There's an old outpost up there that we can use."

"Alright, let's move, but be quiet…we all know what's going to happen if we attract any attention." the Chief said, stealthily making his way along the edge of the base walls, followed closely by Connor, Chelsea and Jim. For a moment, Kel just stood motionless.

"Come on, we need to move." Samus urged, quietly.

"I don't want to do this…" the boy whispered.

"What are you talking about?" the Hunter asked, trying her best to keep a quiet tone.

"We're just abandoning the base... There are still people trapped inside…" Kel's voice was rich with remorse.

Samus wrapped arm around him, gently tugging him away.

"Look at whats out there. Do you really want to fight that? You said it yourself, there's no way to win. There is simply too many…"

"But...you and the Chief have both faced things like this before and came out fine."

"Never have we faced anything _this_ big, there's hundreds upon thousands of them out there… Even if it was in our power to take care of it, we couldn't risk losing new recruits."

Kel forced a smile, "I'm sure we could handle ourselves…"

"Come on, we gotta catch up."

…

Quietly, the group made their way around to the back of the base, hoping to find a functioning transport. Nearly every vehicle in the back had either been destroyed or taken, leaving little to choose from. Down at the far corner of the base, there sat a steel door, partly ripped open from the blast of what was most likely a plasma grenade. Inside, was stationed a prototype vehicle, its name grafted onto the side of its armor: Wolverine. Sitting at easily over twenty feet in height, the massive tank-like transport came heavily armored, outfitted with both wheels, and treads alike, along with two massive rocket launchers as well as a gauss hog turret mounted beside the driver's seat.

"That is one bitchin' tank." Said Jim, his eyes wide.

Samus turned to the Chief, "We can't take that, it's still a prototype. We don't know how well it's going to run."

"It's all we have," the Chief replied, "We're going to have to take it if we want to get out of here alive."

There was no point in arguing; Connor, Chelsea, Kel and Jim were already climbing in.

"I call shotgun!" Kel exclaimed.

"I'm driving!" Connor shouted.

"Oh no you're not!" yelled Jim, tackling Connor from the driver's seat.

Samus turned back the Chief, "You know, I think you might be right… We'll need all the help we can get."

Connor and Jim rolled about the dirt, furiously wrestling each other with every ounce of strength they could muster up. Kel, seeing what was happening, front flipped off the side of the Wolverine, angling his elbow towards the ground.

"Incoming!" he shouted, dropping straight to the ground and on top of Jim.

"Ah! God damn it!" Jim grunted in a mix of anger and pain. He rolled over, and kicked Kel away. "Respect your elders, bitch."

"You know what Jim? Why don't you just screw off and go back to your KKK buddies?" Kel shot, gesturing to Jim's white cloak.

"That's it, you're gonna eat shit!" the assassin spat, beginning a sprint towards Kel.

"Stop it!" Chelsea shouted, "The whole point of being on the same side is that we _don't_ fight each other!"

"Yeah, jeez Jim, get away from me." Kel taunted, shoving the bully away.

"I'm still driving." said Connor quite loudly, in an attempt to aggravate Jim.

"Once again, shotgun!" Kel exclaimed.

"Ugh…something tells me that riding around with these kids is a bad idea." the Chief murmured.

The rest of them climbed in with Connor at the driver's seat and Kel in the turret.

"How do you even know you can drive this thing?" The Chief asked.

"Don't worry; he's driven plenty of things before…" Said Kel through an intercom, "just not anything like _this._"

"Hey, how did you activate the coms?" Connor asked, wondering what other interesting features the vehicle had to offer.

"…I have _no_ idea…" Kel replied, more interested in the gun than anything else.

Chelsea leaned in close, "Be careful, don't kill us…"

"Don't worry, I got this!" Connor replied confidently, stepping on the gas, sending the tank flying in reverse and into the wall.

"Whoa!"

"Hey!"

"What the hell?!"

"Hey, hey! It's not my fault, some idiot just labeled this wrong…" said Connor, flipping the 'forwards/backwards' label around.

"Alright, take two." He murmured, pressing on the gas pedal, this time running into the half-destroyed door.

"Dammit! Not again!"

"Why do you keep doing that?" Kel asked through the intercom.

"Well I'm sorry if _someone_ forgot to open the gate all the way!" He shot back, glaring at Jim.

"Screw off, muscle head." Jim scoffed.

Carefully, Connor stepped on the pedal and drove the tank the rest of the way through the wrecked gate, running over whatever was left of the door.

The vehicle ripped up a trail of dust as it sped off into the mid-night desert.
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Earth date: 2016, November 24th

Approximately 6:00 in the morning

The shimmering orange sun rose behind the dark early morning rain clouds, a sure sign of precipitation. The lone Wolverine sped through the rough, dry terrain, searching for any signs of a friendly outpost. Connor and Kel stared out the back window with Chelsea, watching the desolate desert glide by.

"As you can all see, the growing storm clouds in the area are a sure sign of rain later today…" Kel put forth in his fake weather man voice.

"That's right Kel," Connor continued, "We may also experience some thunder showers later in the day as well. And now we go over to Jim for 'Asshole of the Day'…"

Connor, Kel and Chelsea all burst out laughing.

"That's real funny…not." Jim grumbled.

"Really? Why thank you Jimmy, Kel and Chelsea seemed to think so as well." Connor replied, smirking. Jim simply rolled his eyes and turned away.

"Oh come on Jim, don't you like jokes?" Kel mocked.

Jim sighed, trying to ignore the teenagers.

Kel made his way over to the driver's seat, where Samus and the Chief had taken over.

"So…how much longer?" He asked inquisitively.

"Another hour or two at the most…why?" Samus replied

"Oh, no reason…just curious…"

"I never thought I'd ever say this but, could you two stop picking on Jim for just a bit?" said the Chief. "It's starting to get on my nerves."

"Hey, he started it!" Kel protested, "He was being a dick, _and_ he broke my iPod!"

"I doesn't matter who started it, or what they did, just don't escalate it. Whatever happened to forgive and forget?"

"Fair enough…" Kel said, feeling a little guilty. "I mean, how am I supposed to be better than those who have done me wrong, if I'm no different?"

"My point exactly. However, just because I'm asking you to stop now, doesn't mean I want you to stop for good… I'll admit, some of the stuff you guys come up with is actually kind of funny. But for now, just lay off a bit, alright?"

Kel sighed, "Fine…"

As he began to make his way back to where Connor and Chelsea were seated, Jim shot another insult at him.

"Yo, emo boy! You still cry yourself to sleep at night?"

"You son of a bitch!" Kel spat, body checking Jim into the wall.

"Dammit, you two!" the Chief shouted.

"What? He started it!"

"Kel, we literally _just_ went over this…" the Spartan scolded, clearly frustrated.

"I'm aware of that…" the boy assured, "But this time, he made it _personal_."

"Well, do you cry yourself to sleep?"

"Well, no- I mean, not anymore. That's a thing of the past."

"Sure it is…" Jim murmured.

"If you don't shut your damn mouth, I am_ literally_ going to nail it shut." Kel threatened.

The assassin snickered, "Literally? Bullshit."

Kel took a step towards the young man, swiftly unclipping his spiker.

"Oh shit!" Jim shrieked, scrambling to back away, "Chill dude, I'll leave you alone! God!"

"That's better."

"Man… And here I thought he was just bluffing…" Jim murmured.

"No. I was dead serious." Said Kel, flatly.

"What's his deal?" Chelsea asked, turning to Connor.

"I honestly don't know…" he replied, "It's pretty rare that he gets _that_ pissed off."

"Do you know why it even happens in the first place?"

"Honestly, he's just bitter sometimes. I haven't really been able to figure out why…"

Off in the corner of the small room, Kel went to work sharpening his blades.

Another hour into the drive, the Wolverine reached the Rocky Mountains. The desert had completely disappeared; now it was all rock and grass.

"Hold tight everyone…we're headin' into some rough terrain…" the Chief warned.

The entire vehicle began to shake and rattle violently.

"Damn," yelled Jim from the back, "I didn't think it was gonna be _this_ rough!"

A sudden tremor sent Kel flying head first into one of the walls.

"Ow! Dammit!" he yelped in pain.

Immediately after his impact, the wolverine drove over a large rock, causing its frame tilt upwards. As a result, Kel was thrown back, slamming head on the back wall.

"Ugh! Dammit!"

As though it wasn't bad enough, a third rattle sent the boy flying to the side, hitting the side of his head on one of the other walls.

"Son of a bitch!" he screamed in a mixture of pain and frustration.

Kel staggered about in utter agony as Jim literally rolled across the floor, laughing.

"Nobody rofls in real life!" shouted Kel angrily.

"That's what you get for not wearing a seat belt kid!" Jim yelled back, continuing his near-hysterical laughter.

Now charged with anger and spite, Kel kicked a cargo box towards Jim, right as another tremor shook the tank. The brute force of his kick coupled with the strength of the quake doubled the box's speed, hitting Jim right in the diaphragm, successfully knocking the wind out of him.

"Ha-ha, payback, bitch!" Kel yelled triumphantly before being launched into the driver's seat area.

"Gah!" he shouted, "I'm gonna have _such_ a migraine later!"

"Why don't you just _buckle yourself in?_" Connor suggested from his seat to which he was already strapped in.

"That's…actually a good idea…"

Off in the back corner, Jim struggled to sit up.

"Oh god…once I get my hands on you, I…ugh." he said through hoarse gasps.

"Ha-ha…sucker." Connor mocked.

Kel started to look a bit pale.

"Are you ok?" Chelsea asked.

"I don't know…I feel a bit lightheaded…" he responded.

Connor glanced at the back of Kel's head and gasped.

"Ok, don't freak out or anything, but you _are_ bleeding…a lot."

"I kind of wondered…I mean, to be fair, I _did_ hit my head in three different places." Kel responded, fainting immediately afterwards.

Connor looked on wide-eyed, "We need bandages. Now."

He began tearing through the supply crates, drastically searching the boxes for medical supplies. On the floor, Kel was lying in a pool of his own blood.

"Yes! Found it!" Connor exclaimed, pulling out a large box filled to the brim with white bandages.

"Careful, not too tight…" Samus warned, as the boy worked away furiously at wrapping his friend's head.

"Don't worry; I know what I'm doing…" he replied.

He finished as quickly as possible, bringing the blood flow to a complete halt. Chelsea helped him as he carefully lifted Kel up and into one of the seats, making sure to strap him in.

"I better get a big ass 'thank you' when he wakes up…" Connor sighed tiredly, "I'm pretty sure I just saved his life."

"You probably did," Samus added, "he was bleeding quite a bit… I was almost ready to jump out of the seat to help you."

"It's good to know that you care." Connor smiled, "He needs more friends like that anyway."

Samus came over and bent down by Kel, stroking his forehead.

"Yeah…he really does." She said, her voice barely above a whisper.


	13. Chapter 13

**Fusion**

**Chapter 13**

Kel woke with a start.

He rubbed his eyes sleepily, "Ugh… Aww, what the hell happened?"

Connor looked up, "Oh, you're awake. Yeah, you kind of hit your head in three different places, and almost bled to death."

"Oh yeah," said Kel, the memories starting to come back, "that kind of sucked…actually, no, it _really_ sucked, and it hurt like hell. What time is it, anyway?"

"It's around 8 o'clock. Oh, and you're welcome." said Connor, impatiently.

"Wait, what?"

"Dude, I saved your freakin' life. I think I at least deserve a thank you…"

"Oh, yeah!' Kel replied, pulling the bandages off of his head, "Thanks, I was actually starting to have a bit of a panic attack when my head started to bleed. I kinda thought that I was gonna die."

"Oh come on. You know I wouldn't let that happen."

"And that's why we're." Kel smiled.

"Gay!" Jim shouted mockingly.

Without warning, the Chief stood up, strode over to the assassin and knocked him out.

"Hey Chief," Connor started, "thanks."

"You're welcome. I've had it with his attitude, anyway." He replied, taking back the controls.

"What's his deal anyway?" said Kel, "Why is he such a douche? I mean, it's not like we did anything to him in the first place."

"I know!" Connor replied. "I'm really starting to hate that guy."

"Me too… He keeps trying to hit on me." said Samus, bitterly.

"Honestly, I'm not surprised, knowing him…"

"But the part that bothers me the most is that he seems to think that he's the most attractive person to have ever lived. He tries to act all charming around me, like I don't already know how he is as a person."

"I know!" Kel chimed in, "Who the hell does he think he is, Rasputin?"

"My point exactly." Samus replied.

Suddenly the vehicle came to an abrupt stop.

"Hey, whats the hold up?" Connor asked.

"We're here." The Chief said.

The group peered out the window, laying eyes upon a disheveled outpost, appearing to have been abandoned for quite some time. The structure's blast shields were destroyed, the door was broken down, and the entire foundation was covered in blood and plasma damage.

"Good God, it's a freakin' house of horrors…" Connor murmured.

The Chief parked the Wolverine out back, "Let's move. We need to get inside."

Connor jumped out of the back, "Hey, what do we do with Jimmy-boy, here?"

"Can't we just leave him in the vehicle?" Chelsea asked, "I'm _really_ getting tired of him…"

"We should at least bring him inside." The Chief suggested, "If we leave him out here, we'll never hear the end of it once he wakes. He's hard enough to deal with already, is that what you want?"

"Fair enough…"

The exterior of the outpost had the most unsettling appearance; the broken door, dark interior and blood splattered walls were not very welcoming. Although no one wanted to admit to it, they were all a little on edge.  
>The Chief motioned for everyone to remain silent as they crept through the lightless structure. A weak moaning echoed throughout the shadows, resonating softly before dying down. The group cautiously crept forward into a small area of the base where it sectioned off into multiple hallways. Down near the end of one of the corridors, there appeared to be some kind of faint, black light. As they neared the end, the moaning became louder. They quickly turned the corner, only to find a Galactic Federation trooper, lying with the remnants of what used to be his squad.<p>

Samus knelt down beside the battered warrior, "Soldier, are you alright?"

"I-...I couldn't save them…" He whimpered, looking over at the bodies scattered about the floor, "I tried…but I couldn't. I wasn't strong enough."

"What happened here?" The Chief questioned.

"They came…the covenant, and the pirates. I'm the only one left…"

The Spartan to a step towards him, "How did you manage to survive such an ordeal?"

"I'm not entirely sure... They came at us from every angle…and they sure as hell weren't gonna leave until they knew every single one of us was dead. We all know how stubborn these bastards are…" he paused for a moment, as though caught in a flash back, "All I really remember is fighting my way through small crowds of pirates and grunts, and then slowly backing myself into this corner. I had full intensions of giving my life that day…"

"But you survived." The Chief finished.

"Yes... I'm not sure how. My best guess would be that they knocked me out and forgot about me."

"What's your name, soldier?"

"2nd Lieutenant, Dylan, sir."

"2nd Lieutenant?" The Chief asked, almost sounding surprised, "So it was you who lead these men?"

"Yes sir. The bravest and most dependable soldiers I ever met. If I could switch places with them…I most certainly would."

"I understand your feeling of regret, but that's war. Their sacrifices will not be in vain."

Dylan looked away for a moment, trying to swallow the razor-edged blade of sorrow and regret.

"Yes sir."

Samus reached out her hand.

"Come on. Let's get out of here."
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Dark Samus was growing impatient with the prophets. Before she agreed to ally with the covenant, the entire universe was her playground. No one _ever_ told her what to do. She made the decisions, and no one ever dared to defy her choices, but now, it's become constant orders from her 'superiors': "Do not engage unless fired on first", "Hold here, and wait for my orders.", "Do as I say! Or you will pay dearly…" And why? They overpowered her in every aspect imaginable. Never in her life had she seen such a vast army composed of so many species. Even with the hundreds of thousands of loyal space pirates at her side, she would not stand a chance against the raw, brutal strength of the covenant.

Despite her relative dislike towards her new allies, she had grown quite fond of the grunts. She thought that the way they behaved was cute and funny, but aside from that, she despised the alien armada; especially the prophets. They treated themselves like gods, exerting caustic, self-righteous attitudes that made even the Dark Hunter feel sick. Originally, they had promised her a position of power, but had not yet followed through with it. She lived for power. She lived for control. She lived for dominance. With her place of authority seized and out of her reach, she was nothing more than a soldier, fighting on the front lines with an ally that she barely knew…or tolerated.

She was once held accountable for corrupting two hunters and turning them on a squad of Elites that were unfortunate enough to be near the rampaging monsters. Her excuse was pitiful, but reasonable: "I was only trying to have some fun… Besides; you took away my position of power from my own army. What do you expect me to do, just stand around all day, watching the skirmishers and grunts quarrel 24/7? I don't think so." They let her off with a warning.

She was quickly becoming angry with her superior's mistreatment towards her, and decided it was time for a change. Time was short, and she needed to carry out her plan, but first, she would have to escape. She decided that she would leave the night of the next full moon, around a week from where she was. Her escape was imminent.

Finally, the night came. She snuck through the dark, narrow hallways of the covenant ship, searching for one of the airlocks housing an escape pod. Eventually she came across the one she was searching for. It was the smallest of the airlocks and would make the least amount of noise when the steel plates unlocked. To her surprise, there were no guards or cameras of any sort watching her movements. This was quite unusual for a covenant super carrier.

"Well…that was easy." she whispered to herself.

Suddenly, a space pirate commando came down the hall, most likely on its daily guard routine.

"You there…" she whispered. The pirate jumped.

"Shhh…it's alright. I am simply trying to escape this ship, and regain the control I once had. Come with me my disciple, and we'll both share the gift that freedom brings."

The pirate hopped into the pod before she could even finish. Clearly, they were just as desperate as her. She typed a code into the control panel and set a course for Earth. This was it, she was finally leaving. The metal doors unlocked and opened, sending the pod flying into space at an incredible rate. The covenant super carrier became smaller and smaller, until it completely vanished from sight. Now, they were alone.

"All my life, I never thought I would be so happy to be sailing freely through space like this…" Dark Samus thought out loud. The pirate sat in silent agreement.

"In a way, I have to thank the covenant," She went on. "If it weren't for them, I would never have been a slave; I would have had nothing to escape from. If all of this had not taken place, I would never have been able to truly realize the gift freedom."

The pirate peered out one of the windows, admiring the view of the stars.

Eventually, the quiet hum of the pod's engines began to lull the dark angel to sleep. She dreamt of what it would be like to travel to all those little lights in the sky, and witness the true grace and exquisiteness of the stars. Without question, it was the most pleasant dream she had ever had in the long life that she had lived. She eventually shook herself from her short moment of ecstasy, realizing that in the end, it wouldn't matter what was visually pleasing and what was not; she would have enough to worry about when she finally took control of the galaxy.

…

Dark Samus woke with a start. The pod was trembling violently; they had arrived. The vessel breached Earth's atmosphere, catching fire almost instantly. The interior began to heat up, the metallic casing developing small cracks.

Although it was night, the Dark Hunter was still able to make out oceans and land mass.

"This should be fun…" She said half-heartedly, realizing that the reverse booster engines had failed. Moments later, the pod landed; crushing the front end, breaking the glass sealing, and sending it spinning out of control. The metal casing bounced across the ground over and over before finally coming to a complete halt.

"Ow." Dark Samus whimpered, somehow, having only sustained a few scratches and bruises. She then looked over and saw that her space pirate companion had been seriously injured.

The commando moaned and growled in quiet agony.

"Hold still." Dark Samus whispered, placing a hand on the injured pirate's chest.

A few jolts of phazon were sent through the commando, essentially corrupting him. His wounds healed, and the dislocated joint he had suffered, immediately popped back into place. It seemed as though the Dark Hunter was just as much a blessing as she was a curse.

"Come on, we have work to do." She said, helping the pirate up.

She enabled her phazon power suit, then exited the ruined pod, looking back to see the damage.

"Not a happy landing." She said, flatly, turning and walking away.

The pirate gave an unimpressed grunt, then turned to join his renewed leader.
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Despite the heavy damage dealt to the small outpost, the computers and alarm systems were still functional.

"We need to notify command that an entire covenant and space pirate fleet has invaded this planet." The Chief's tone was grim.

"Wouldn't they know already?" asked Connor, inquisitively, "I mean, they _did_ destroy a pretty big base."

"The first thing they shot was the communications satellite. They knew we'd call for help, so they beat us to it."

"Alright, but does this station even have good enough range to reach whatever it is you're trying to reach?"

The Chief looked away, "That's what I'm afraid of… These outposts were built to be able to send radio signals to as far as the nearest solar system, but the damage done to this structure might've been just enough to knock out all communication capacities…"

"Well, let's try it and see how it turns out." Connor said, reaching for the console. The Spartan snatched his hand.

"Hey, what are you-"

"The console has been damaged, and there are torn cables sticking out of the sides. If you were to touch it, you would surely be electrocuted. I have a rubber sealing in my armor. Let me handle this."

The Chief went ahead and began ripping the cords out, carefully twisting them all together. Eventually, the large screen bolted to the wall above them lit up.

"A-ha! I knew it'd work!" Connor exclaimed, "Now we just gotta see if it actually, you know, _works-works_…"

The Chief stood up and walked over to a small control panel to the right of the screen, and typed in a code. The U.N.S.C. logo immediately appeared on the screen.

The Spartan took a step back, "It works."

"But how do you know? You haven't even tried to communicate with them yet…"

"I know because this console is linked to the U.N.S.C.'s central computer mainframe. As soon as that logo appears, we're connected."

The Chief typed down another code, bringing up a display screen that read "Connecting…" Suddenly, a communications screen opened up.

A voice came through the speakers, "We are receiving you now, please identify."

"This is the Master Chief of the U.N.S.C. I am stationed at battle outpost Delta with new recruits, Samus Aran, and 2nd Lieutenant Dylan. The southern BC base has been destroyed."

There was a pause. This was news to them.

"How many survived?"

"Not many, although I am sure that Lord Hood and Admiral Dane managed to escape. As for everyone else, it's difficult to say… Hundreds of soldiers died by my side last night."

"Understood. We are sending a transport to your position now. It should only take about a day or so. Close transmission."

The screen quickly faded, and turned off.

"Well, I guess that solves our transportation issue." Connor stated.

The Chief turned and walked away without another word.

"I hate it when he does that…" the boy murmured, turning to rejoin the others.
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November 25th, 11:30 pm  
>Lower British Colombian desert plains <p>

The sky glowed with the brilliant hypnotic light of the stars as Dark Samus made her way across the icy frozen sand, her pirate companion following closely behind.

"I suppose you deserve to know what we're really doing here…" the negative began, breaking her long held silence, "We are here for someone; someone that we need."

The pirate's eyes were fixed on his leader, listening attentively.

"He is human, a new recruit for the U.N.S.C. and the Galactic Federation. He has been filled to the bursting point with fury, that of which he buries deep down inside. He fears his own malice. All things considered, he has the potential of a true warrior, but first, it must be unlocked. If I can get to him, and bring him under my control, we will have a powerful new ally. Once he is with us, I will grant him the opportunity to finally vent all of his negative energy…"

She paused.

"And when he does, he will destroy everything he sees."

The pirate stared at the Dark Hunter for a moment, processing all he had just heard. Giving an impressed grunt, he continued his walk.

The dark angel turned her gaze towards the stars, "Once he is with us, we will take back what is rightfully ours: Complete control over this galaxy."

The commando growled in agreement.

"You see, it's a win-win situation," Dark Samus went on, "You will avenge the enslavement of your brothers and sisters, and I will reclaim my position of power. Until that goal is reached, _none_ shall stand in our way."

With that, the two strode off into the night without another word.
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The sky was shrouded with clouds so dark; they appeared almost black, a powerful wind accompanying their foreboding presence. The group searched the ruins of the outpost, looking for anything that could potentially aid them in holding the building together. Samus uncovered a few fully stocked ammo boxes with extra helmets, Kel and Chelsea discovered a computer room with a few working monitors, while Connor and the Chief spent their time finding spare and broken metal plates to be put together for barricades. As for Jim, he regained consciousness quite early in the morning, not only angry that the Chief had knocked him out, but also waking everyone up.

Finally, thunder struck. It had been a while since the dark, silver lining-less clouds had swallowed the sky like a black plague; the group was beginning to wonder what to expect. Wind blew, trees fell, and the skeletal structure of the outpost began to shake violently. This was no simple gale.

"Ugh! What the hell?" Jim yelled, "BC _never_ gets storms like this!"

"Everyone, inside!" the Chief shouted over the rushing wind.

Kel and the Chief managed to slam the outpost's steel plates shut before a large piece of the roof was torn off and blown back towards the door. There was a loud thud as the roof shard stuck into the door with its razor edges.

"That was a little too close." the Chief murmured.

"Yeah, no kidding…" Kel replied, turning his head to see that the shard had struck only a few inches from his head. "Whoa, _that_ could've hurt."

"Is everyone ok?" the Chief asked.

"Yeah…"

"Barely…"

"Sure."

"Yeah, I'm fine."

"I think so…"

The outpost resumed its violent rattle, as the group came back to their senses.

Connor looked around, "Did we get everything back inside?"

"I would hope so. We had some pretty valuable things with us…" Samus replied.

"Well, it doesn't matter now…" Chelsea added, "If it was outside, it would have been swept away."

Something out of the corner of Kel's eye caught his attention; something reflecting the small amount of light in the room. As he made his way towards it, he realized it to be another dead Galactic Federation trooper; but what caught his eye was his arm canon. A small hatch laid opened, with a picture of a woman and a young girl on the inside.

Samus, noticing the boy had wandered off, went to go see what he was doing.

"What did you find?"

"This soldier; he had a family." Kel replied quietly.

Samus put an arm around him, "Its things like these that make war so horrible."

"But why? Why do these things have to happen? Good people shouldn't have to die…"

"I know, it's difficult to swallow, but we all have to deal with it. That is simply how life is."

"I just wish there was something I could've done…" Kel said, looking down.

"I know how you feel…" Samus replied, her voice nearly a whisper.

Silently, the two left the soldier to his final resting place, and went to rejoin the others.
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Dark Samus crept through the bushes and trees that surrounded the small outpost, watching as her storm forced the humans inside. This was much easier than she had originally thought.

"They must be taken down, not out; we cannot risk injuring our target."

The pirate nodded in silent acknowledgment.

"Circle around back; make sure they don't try to pull a fast one."

The commando jumped up and left, quickly climbing and swinging through trees until it disappeared from sight.

_Now, the fun begins… _the Dark Hunter thought, smiling beneath her helmet.

She flew around to the front, charging up her phazon attack beam and firing, instantly melting away the salvaged steel plates on the outside. The building began to shake, its structural integrity failing and collapsing under the sheer power of the dark angel.

…

Thick tremors rumbled throughout the interior, the ceiling looking like it was ready to cave in.

"Ah hell, what now?" Connor yelled.

"Another storm?" Chelsea shouted in response.

"No, this is something else!" The Chief shouted back.

Suddenly, the front door was blown clean off, stretching and wrenching the frame from its foundation.

"What the fu-" Connor began, before being hit by an oncoming piece of debris.

As Chelsea ran to his aid, the entire front of the outpost was torn off, a bright blue-turquoise light blinding them all. The light slowly faded, only to reveal the Dark Hunter floating motionless before them.

Samus looked on in disbelief, "No…"

Kel's eyes went wide, "If that's who I think it is; we're in a _lot_ of trouble…"

Dark Samus's arm cannon began to rattle and illuminate in such a way that it appeared as though it were going to explode. She pointed her weapon at the group, and fired. The tip of the arm cannon discharged a sun's worth of energy, paralyzing everyone within its blast, and knocking them all out cold. She flew down to examine the wreckage, finding Kel lying at the back of the room, completely motionless.

"There you are…"

The pirate commando poked its head out from behind the structure, and began inspecting the unconscious bodies. After a thorough search, it became very clear that none of them were awake. The pirate motioned to Dark Samus that everything was clear. She nodded in response, picked up Kel and began to take flight. The pirate, equipped with its own assault jet pack, quickly joined her.

The Dark Hunter looked over at her partner in crime, "Come… Let us take our future accomplice home."

She faced the other way, summoning all the power that she possessed to create a portal through space, leading back to the pirate home world.

"Quickly; the portal can only be held open for a short time…" She warned.

The pirate stepped through, and was swallowed by the turquoise hue of the phazon gateway. The dark angel quickly followed behind, just as the portal began to close. She stepped into a world resembling some kind of twisted, alien, steam punk-like planet. The pirate seemed to relax a little, taking in deep breaths of the sulfuric exhaust spewing from a few nearby pipes. Clearly, it had been a while since the commando had seen its home.

The Dark Hunter continued past the pirate, carrying Kel trough the entrance of the building they had materialized in front of. There was much work to be done.
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Connor woke with a start. His eyes darted around the wrecked outpost, frantically trying to figure out what had just happened. Suddenly, he remembered; they were working on rebuilding the outpost, then the storm came, then the strange dark figure appeared…and then what? He could not remember. As far as he was concerned, the outpost was completely destroyed, and the transport they had been promised still hadn't arrived. Everything seemed to be falling apart.

"Gah! What the hell?" he exclaimed, coming to the realization that he was trapped under a piece of the outpost's blown off door. Slowly, he managed to lift the steel plate off of his body, groaning as the pain subsided.

"Is anybody else awake?" he called out.

"Yeah, me…" Jim answered a few moments later.

_Ah, great…_ Connor thought.

"What the hell happened?" the assassin asked, looking about, "All I remember is the storm, then the place got ripped apart...and then, there was someone floating there with an armor suit looking a lot like a black version of the suit that Samus has…then they fired some kind of light at us, and then…I don't remember…"

"Honestly, that's about all I can remember too…maybe even less." Connor replied.

"Well, isn't that just great; our base is destroyed and we don't even know what happened."

"Hey wait…where's Kel? He's the only one I don't see here…" Connor said, checking the room for the others.

"He probably got crushed under a panel or something…"

"Quick, you gotta help me look for him! He could be seriously injured…again." Connor urged, flipping over various parts of the fallen walls.

"Yeah, well what's in it for _me_?" Jim smirked.

"Hmm, how about that your eyes remain _inside_ your head!" Connor spat, gesturing to his own eye sockets.

"Whoa man, chill! I'll help you, God!"

One by one, the rest of group woke to the sound of crashing metal plates and objects being thrown carelessly to the side. The Chief was the last to regain consciousness.

"What's going on?" he asked impatiently, "What are you looking for?

"We can't find Kel anywhere," said Jim flatly, "We think he might be buried somewhere around here."

"How long have you been searching?"

"Almost an hour…" Connor replied, tiredly, "And I'm starting to freak out a little bit; we should have found him by now."

The Chief looked around the shattered inner structure of what was once the outpost. It was nothing more than a wreck now; destroyed beyond the point of repair and completely useless, unless used for spare parts, if it was even worth that.

"I have a theory about where he might be…" said Samus, looking off into the distance.

"Where? Where could he possibly be at a time like this?" Chelsea asked.

"Dark Samus."

Everyone froze.

"No, that can't possibly it…" Connor replied.

"Well, what other possibility is there?" the Chief put forth, "She appears, knocks us all out, and the next thing we know, Kel is gone. I think it's quite reasonable to assume that she took him."

"What that's just great…what are we supposed to do with one of our teammates missing in action?"

"That's a question that I'm afraid I can't answer, all I know is that-"

The Spartan was cut off by the sound of dying engine thrusters outside.

"Our ride is here." said Samus quietly.

A man in a deep blue uniform stepped out of the pelican transport that had landed outside, striding confidently towards the group.

"I am General Craig Myers of the U.N.S.C. I am here with your transport, ready for takeoff. We are ready when you are."

The Chief looked back at the others, "We can't take off, not yet. One of-"

"One of our guys is missing, and we can't find him!" Connor cut him off.

The general stood silently for a moment. "That's alright; we have resources available to you, if you wish to stay longer, but if it's at all possible, please hurry. Time is of the essence."

Chelsea turned to Connor, "We've been searching for what, an hour now? We've inspected every inch of this place…or what's left of it. Do you really think we'll find him, even after what Samus suggested?"

Connor pondered the thought, running everything through his head one last time. The day's past events, the hour spent searching, and the possibility of Samus's assumption. Finally, he gave in.

"I feel terrible doing this…" he began, "But, I think Samus is right. The Dark Hunter is the only possible reason for his disappearance at this point… Let's go."

As he made his way towards the transport, something glimmered out of the corner of his eye. Lying on the floor of the ruined outpost was what appeared to be a necklace of some kind. As he went to go pick it up, he realized that it was Kel's. He examined the bronze cross hanging at the end of the chain, turning it over in his hand. Kel, though he never preached his religion to anybody, held his Christian faith close. It had always been an important part of his life; a belief he held dear, making up who he was.

Chelsea walked up from behind, glancing over Connor's shoulder, "What's that?"

"Kel's necklace… He'll want this back."

Carefully, Connor tucked the chain away in his pocket, continuing his walk towards the pelican.
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Kel slowly woke to a dim, turquoise light, his mind plagued with a complete absence of memory. Despite not knowing where he was, fear did not envelope him as he had expected. By some strange reason, he was at peace.

He began looking around for a door, or an exit of any kind. The room had to be some kind of medical bay. As he scanned his surroundings, his curious gaze was met with nothing but darkness. He then looked down at what he laid upon. Beneath him sat a large, soft piece of translucent blue-turquoise material, full of what appeared to be thick, throbbing veins. Each vessel pulsed with energy, a visible light blue liquid flowing through it. It was as though the material was alive.

As Kel tried to sit up, he came to realize that something was holding him down. No, not something, _someone_. As he looked over to his right, his heart dropped into his stomach. Lying at his side, with an arm wrapped gently around him, was one of the most beautiful girls Kel had ever laid eyes on. She couldn't have been older than nineteen or twenty, and never the less, was stunningly gorgeous. The girl boasted silky blue hair, and a lovely, angel-like face, her body clothed a tight, familiar-looking black suit, the dim light of the room reflecting warmly off its thin surface.

"Wow…" Kel whispered to himself, unable to tear his gaze from her fluttering lashes. He could not remember the last time he had seen someone as marvelously good-looking as her. The girl moaned quietly, cuddling a bit closer.

_This is amazing…Is this really happening? _Kel thought to himself. His racing heart felt like it was on fire.

Then, in an instant, he came to realize something that nearly made him jump out of his skin: This was the same girl from the dreams he had been having lately.

_The hell? I didn't know she was real!_

He couldn't believe it. He had always dismissed her as a simple figure of his imagination.

Slowly, she began to slide her hand up his chest until she reached the top of his head. She ran her fingers through his long brown hair, caressing the side of his face before pulling him in closer and landing a kiss on his cheek.

Kel felt his face go warm. He knew he was blushing.

The girl giggled, "You're cute."

Her voice was so soft, so soothing.

"…thank you." Kel replied hesitantly. He was almost nervous to the point of silence.

The girl stroked the side of his face adoringly, "It's alright…don't be nervous."

Finally, Kel gained the courage to speak. "Who…who are you?"

"I thought you'd have recognized me by now…"

"I did. You were the one-…you were the one in my dreams… But who are you, specifically?" Kel whispered.

She stared deep into Kel's piercing hazel eyes. "I…am Dark Samus."

Kel froze. He did not want to believe what he had just heard.

_How could this happen?! _The voice in his head screamed, _Take your knife, and slit her throat! If you do, you'll play a major role in winning this war! Do it for your family…do it for your friends…do it for your entire race! Do it now!_

His thoughts literally argued with each other. _Don't! Don't do it! She's the only person in your life who's ever shown you any sort of affection before! Don't do it! You'll regret it for as long as you live! You won't be able to live if you don't kill her immediately! Just do it! Don't! Do it! Get it over with! If you want to feel loved, then don't!_

"So what now? Are you gonna kill me or what?" Kel asked bitterly, ignoring the mental conflictions.

The dark angel moaned lustfully, inching slightly closer, "Now why would I do that? What a waste that would be…"

She paused.

"I need you alive more than anything right now…" she whispered in his ear. "The value that you hold is much greater than you give yourself credit for."

"What could you possibly want with me?" Kel hissed, "I'm just another pawn on the chessboard."

"There is, in fact, something _very _special about you… In time, you will learn to recognize it, as I have. I know much more about you than you may realize…"

Kel looked at her inquisitively.

"I know about your many lost love interests, I know about all those incompetents who degraded you for nearly a decade, I know about your miserably unstable emotional state, and I know about your need for revenge…"

Kel stared into her deeply focused eyes. "How? How do you know all this?"

"I have my ways, but that's beside the point. The question is; do you want your revenge or not?"

"More than anything else in the world…well, _almost_ more than anything else…"

"Ooh, do I see another love interest happening?" the Dark Hunter suggested flirtatiously.

The boy blushed.

"What? No, of course not…"

She stroked his arm, looking longingly at him, "You seem to forget my ability to read minds…"

Kel paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. He was growing tired of her intrusions into his mind. He knew that at this point, it was futile to even _think_ about hiding anything from her.

"You are absolutelygorgeous." He sighed, "You're quite possibly the most immensely beautiful girl I've ever seen…"

Dark Samus pulled him closer and kissed him on the cheek, causing him to ease up a bit. In Kel's mind, the fact that this dark, but beautiful angel was growing on him, was a thought that was becoming harder and harder to ignore. He knew it was wrong, but he couldn't help it. He was becoming so emotionally conflicted that he almost couldn't take it.

"It's alright if you love me…it can be our little secret." Dark Samus whispered.

"But it's wrong." Kel stated, looking away.

"Perhaps…but bad doesn't lead to bad, nor good from good…doing something wrong doesn't mean there will be consequences. People steal and never get caught, others lie and cheat…and get elected."

"People will think I'm a traitor…"

Dark Samus carefully sat up, straddling him playfully. She held his head up to meet her ruby red eyes, "They don't have to know."

She leaned in, passionately kissing the boy on the lips, sending shivers down his spine. Kel knew what he was doing was wrong, but he couldn't help but love it. He wrapped his arms around her, delighting in this guilty pleasure.

The dark angel covered his neck with kisses, "You like that, don't you?"

"More than you can imagine…" Kel whispered back.

She smiled as she leaned in once more.

After a while, Kel gradually began to fall asleep in the Dark Hunter's arms. For a little longer, the dark angel laid awake, contemplating her satisfaction with her accomplishment. At long last, the boy was hers.

She grinned as she closed her eyes, "Love is a sweet and wonderful thing."
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Dreams of love and happiness washed over Kel as he slept. This was a very rare occasion. His dreams went on for what felt like forever…then he woke up. He sat up, only to find that Dark Samus was nowhere to be seen. He looked around the now more brightly lit room to search for an exit. Just across the room from him, there appeared to be some kind of door made of turquoise flesh and plant life that was shielded by some kind of thin force field. He looked around the room and saw that the walls were made up of the same fleshy-plant life, which was bright, and coursing with bright blue veins.

"Hmm…interesting." He said, in a rather menacing tone.

Kel felt like he was filled to the brim with power, like someone had jabbed a pipe into his heart and pumped the sun into it. He looked down at his arms. His veins were a brighter blue than usual…like a bright turquoise color. Strangely enough, his arms seemed a little more muscular than he last remembered… He looked down and noticed that his legs had seemingly gone through the same transformation. He lifted up his shirt only to realize that his chest muscles had become more defined aswell.

"Well, this is…intriguing." Kel said quietly. He felt as though there was some kind of controllable energy coursing through his blood stream. So he tested it. He held out his hand, and compelled the energy inside of him to form into his palm. In a split second, bright blue-ish turquoise flames sprouted from his hand. The bottom of the flames themselves appeared to be composed of some kind of liquid, which was eternally igniting itself in an on-going rotation of fusion and chemical reactions. It was beautiful.

"Wow…" he said in utter amazement. _This can't really be happening, can it? It's probably just part of some acid-trip dream…_

Eventually it became very clear to him that the dream was over…and that this energy spout in his palm was, in fact, quite real.

"Incredible…" He was in complete awe of the power display before him. He turned towards the door, and unleashed a powerful blast of the energy from his hand, which literally shattered the door. To Kel's surprise, there was very little recoil from the blast; in fact, there was almost nothing there in terms of a returning force. He closed his hand, and the flames dissipated. He then started for the door, and exited the room.

There was a long dimly lit hall before him. It had a dark green-turquoise hue to it. As he walked down the hallway, he noticed that there was a thin sheet of crystal welded to the wall. It was just like a mirror, but it was made of something a bit different. He looked at his reflection and immediately jumped back. He looked…different. His hair had somehow been turned jet black, and his eye color was blood red like a demon's. His skin was as pale as ever, and was a bit more clear looking.

_Hmm. That's an improvement… _He thought to himself. He resumed his walk down the hallway. The air in there was fresh, much like a field of lush green grass and plant life. The somber hallway came to a sharp corner, with a door just around it.

_Ok, let's try not to completely wreck the door this time…_

Kel raised his hand towards the door, willed a smaller amount of energy into it, and unleashed it. A thin beam shield that had been covering the door, retracted and released the door clamps. The door opened swiftly to reveal a somewhat small room, with an artificially dug hole right in the center of it. The hole was filled with Phazon. The ground had become softer, and almost squishy. It had the same blue-turquoise pulsing veins that all the walls had. The room felt alive.

Kel made his way over to the phazon pool, only to see Dark Samus laying, completely exposed in it.

She looked like she was at peace. How ironic.

She moaned quietly and opened her eyes. She saw Kel and smiled sweetly.

"So…you're awake." She said, sitting up in the phazon pit.

"What happened to me? What did you do?" Kel asked. "Why's my hair black? Why are my eyes red…and what is this stuff?" He went on, forming the blue-ish flames in his hand once again.

"Phazon." She replied.

"What?"

"Those blues flames in your palm are pure phazon."

"But…how? How is this possible? Where did I get the ability to control phazon?"

A curious little smile spread across Dark Samus's angel-like face. "I gave it to you."

Then Kel remembered the kiss the night before. "You didn't…" He replied quietly.

"I did."

"You dripped phazon down my throat didn't you…"

She smiled. "You figured that out quickly…apparently I underestimated how smart you were."

Kel softened up a bit.

Dark Samus stood up out of the pool of phazon and slowly made her way over to Kel. "But you what? I like that. It's good to know that you're smarter than the average person…"

"Well, I wouldn't say that…" Kel replied humbly, trying his hardest to ignore the fact that Dark Samus wasn't wearing a thing.

"And why is that?"

"Well, I'm not exactly the smartest person around…"

Dark Samus lifted his chin to meet her eyes. "Oh come on, you're clever…"

"Clever…but not smart. There's a big difference between the two."

"True, but that's not the point. The point is, I've seen you and your friend before. Your strategic skills as a team are incredible. You're clever enough to think of creative ways to take your foes down, and your friend executes them beautifully."

"You…you really think we're that good?" Kel asked, quite amused by her compliments.

"No…I know you're that good…and that's why I need you. You're just the kind of fighter I need. Clever and cunning."

"But why? What is it that you so desperately need to accomplish?" Kel asked quietly.

"Not accomplish…acquire." She corrected.

"Well what is it? Just tell me…please." Kel said quietly, stroking the side of her pretty face.

"Power, control…Phazon. They're things I can't live without." The black skin tight suit reformed around her thin body. "And just like I told you…help me, and that power can be yours too. Think about it…everything you've ever wanted to do, everyone you've wanted to pay back for what they've done to you…it can all be brought to life."

Kel thought about it for a moment. He knew what was right, and what was wrong, but he couldn't help but love her idea. All those intolerant imbeciles over the years, all the things they had done, all the people who had wronged him…they would all finally pay.

A curious look spread across Dark Samus's gentle face. "Also…being religious, you're hated by about 80% of your own country, correct?"

A sad look formed on Kel's face. "Yeah…it makes me sad. I've tried so hard in my life to be a good person and to love everybody; just as Christians are taught to do…but the world hates me for nothing…I'm not a bad person." A tear came to his eye.

Dark Samus's heart began to feel heavy. Was she actually feeling sympathetic? She wiped away the tear and held him close. "I'm sorry…I didn't mean to bring up such a dark subject."

She held him for a moment, contemplating the new emotion she had just felt. It was…strange.

"But…the point I was getting at, was that you could finally be able to pay back all those who hated you simply for what you believed in."

She pulled away, only to be startled by the horrendous grin on Kel's face. The red in his eyes lit up slightly. "You know what?" Kel said in an equally deep and sinister voice. "You're right. I can finally pay them back- I could pay them all back! You hate me for what I believe?!" Massive phazon flames erupted from his hands. "Well then…I'll send you straight to hell!"

Suddenly, Kel became engulfed in a tornado of his own phazon. He began laughing maniacally.

_This is insane! _Dark Samus thought. _I've never seen a human act like this before!_

The vortex of blue flame became larger. Kel's anger and anxiousness were increasing rapidly. The vortex then opened up just enough to reveal Kel's upper torso. His maniacal grin had only gotten bigger, and his eyes were practically overflowing with crimson light.

It was becoming very clear to Dark Samus that his power level was beginning to overflow. If this went on much longer, he would overtax his system and his body would explode, making one hell of a mess.

"Stop!" She cried, in an attempt to save Kel, and herself.

"Why should I?!" Kel shouted. "This is amazing! Never in my life have I ever felt such power!"

"If you want to live and be able to feel it again, then stop! You're going to overload your body with phazon! It's going to kill you!"

Almost immediately after she said that, the red in Kel's eyes dimed and dissipated. The tornado of blue flames died down, and Kel was left kneeling on the floor. Dark Samus let out a sigh of relief.

"Whoa…" said Kel, clearly in a daze. "Got a little dizzy for a second there..."

Dark Samus giggled, a little smile stretching across her face.

"What? Whats so funny?" Kel asked.

"Oh nothing…" She replied, lifting his chin up. "Just you."

She landed a kiss right on his lips.
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The pelican transport flew through space at an incredible rate of speed. Even though it was flying through hyperspace faster than the speed of light, it still took the trip from one solar system to another about a day or two.

They had taken off the day before, and hadn't stopped flying for the past 27 hours. It didn't matter to Connor, Chelsea, or Jim. It was their first time in space, and they were completely awestruck by the sheer beauty that surrounded them.

"Wow…no wonder people are able to fly through space for such long periods of time…it's stunning." Chelsea said quietly.

Connor held her close. "Yeah…it really is."

Jim was silent. He hadn't said a word since they breached the atmosphere, mostly because he had been keeping his eyes on the scenery the whole time.

Samus and the Chief hadn't talked much either, and Dylan had been asleep almost the whole time.

Suddenly, the intercom came on, interrupting their moment of silence. "We are nearing our destination, estimated about fifteen minutes before we breach the planet's atmosphere. At this time, if you are not strapped in, we are going to have to ask you to do so. Atmosphere breaches on the way in are often more violent than on the way out. We will be landing on the surface of Reach within the next twenty five minutes."

"Wait, we're going to Reach?" Connor asked, surprised.

"Yes, we are." The Chief responded.

The next fifteen minutes Connor spent staring out the window, watching the planet Reach get closer and closer. He had never seen another planet before. It belonged to the covenant, so landing there was going to be quite dangerous. However, there were a few confirmed safe areas on the planet that were secure enough to be landing zones.  
>As the planet came closer, he was able to make out the landscape and the general area of their landing zone. Forest, and lots of it. Not only that, but it was almost night time, so landing hopefully wouldn't be a problem.<p>

"Look at that…" Connor said to Chelsea.

"It's so pretty." Chelsea whispered back.

"It really is…it's a shame that we have to land in secret if we don't want to be blown up by those covee bastards…"

"I'm sure we'll be fine."

"Don't worry, we will. If anything goes wrong, I'll protect you. I'll catch you if you fall…Just like I always have."

Chelsea leaned in and landed a kiss on his cheek. "Thank you."
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Dark Samus watched as Kel became more and more familiar with his new found abilities. He was progressing much quicker than she could have ever anticipated. His anger and uncontrollable need for vengeance seemed to be influencing him in such a way that he was now more eager than ever to learn how to control his phazon.

_Huh. Using his own obsessions to further himself in his own training… How...creative._

Watching Kel manipulate and control the substance pleased her. He moved his arms in a circular motion, creating a large spherical globe of phazon. A look of fear came over his pale face. The sphere was growing too big for him to be able to handle. He uncontrollably launched the phazon towards a few covenant energy batteries which erupted in a colorful explosion of blue and pink smoke and fire.

"It was already cracked." Kel said, his crimson eyes stretched wide open. Dark Samus just smiled in return. She slowly made her way over to him.

"That's alright…it's all part of learning." She said, her voice barely above a whisper. "You'll get it eventually."

"I hope so." Kel replied in that ominously low pitched corrupted voice of his. "I'm dying to finally pay back all those half-wit pricks for what they did to me over the years."

An evil grin spread across his face. "What a sight it will be to see their bloody entrails splayed all over the ground."

Dark Samus backed up a bit, actually startled by the sheer savageness of Kel's thoughts and ideas.

_Is this really what goes through a human's head? Maybe I underestimated their potential for brutality…_

"What…what is it?" Kel said. He approached her menacingly. "Too brutal? Is that even possible for you?"

A look of nervousness came across Dark Samus's face. Kel stared her down intensely, then smiled slightly.

"It's alright…" he said, stroking the side of her angel-like face. "Don't be afraid."

"I'm-…I'm not." She protested.

"You're not a very good liar." Kel said in a quiet tone.

"And you are irritating…"

Kel stood there a moment. He then smirked, and turned around to resume his training with the phazon.

"Have it your way." He said.

_He's becoming more dangerous than I ever intended him to be… _Dark Samus thought. _This may turn into a bigger issue than I'd like it to be…_

"You know," Kel began, interrupting her thoughts. "Taking the planet will not be a difficult task…"

"How so?" Dark Samus asked, intrigued.

"Well, seeing that I was born into a generation that does not have the edge, or the will to survive, my guesses would be that they won't put up as big of a fight as they probably should…however, there are many fighters were I come from, so I may be wrong." He turned back to face her. "I do have one idea though."

"Whats that?"

"It's essentially a giant diversion. We convince the Profits to send the entire covenant fleet on a full scale attack towards planet Reach. Earth and Reach are both human colony planets. When one is attacked, the other is obligated to come to its aid."

"I like where you're going with this…" Dark Samus said, a little smile creeping over her face.

"So while the earthly military forces occupy Reach…"

"Earth will be almost completely unprotected…" Dark Samus finished.

"Precisely."

"I like the way you think."

_Maybe I was wrong…maybe his strange cleverness __will__ help me out… _Dark Samus thought. _This just might get me what I need…_
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The pelican breached Reach's atmosphere, and began its descent towards a forested landing zone somewhere in the Middle Eastern part of the planet.

"Wow…another Planet. I never thought I'd live to see the day." Connor said quietly. "It doesn't look much different than Earth though…"

"That's because it's the same planet type, just with different land masses. It's basically just another Earth." The Chief replied.

"We should be able to land here. Reach is covenant occupied, but the forested areas are usually pretty vacant." Samus said.

"Let's just hope they don't pick us up on their radars-" Connor began, but before he could finish, the pelican shook violently, waking Dylan up and scaring everyone half to death.

"What's going on? Pilot, whats happening?" Connor cried out.

"Banshees! Six of them! And one of them just hit us with a banshee bomb!" The pilot cried back.

"Shit, what do we do?" Jim shouted.

"We fight back, that's what! Pilot, open the back hatch." Connor replied.

"What are you doing? Are you insane?" Chelsea protested.

"Hey," Connor said reassuringly. "I'll be alright." He grabbed a long cable and held on tightly as the large steel door slowly opened. He stood on the edge of the opening, and peered down at the gorgeous green landscape passing below.

"Don't think that's a good idea!" Jim shouted over the roar of the hurricane force winds outside.

"Noted, not taken into consideration but duly noted." Connor replied sarcastically. Then he let go of the rope. Chelsea gasped.

Connor flew out the back of the pelican and timed his descent just perfectly so that he landed on a passing Banshee. He landed hard and got the wind knocked out of him, but still he hung on. The banshee swerved and flipped in all directions in an attempt to fling off the pesky human. It took a sharp turn, and Connor slid to the right of the flying vehicle, nearly falling to his death.

"Oh God!" He screamed. He latched his fingers onto the small openings between the double set of wing-like appendages, and hung on. Again, the banshee flipped, and Connor bounced off the right wing and landed directly on top of the canopy.

"Alright you son of a bitch…" Connor said angrily. He forced the canopy open, sucker punched the Elite pilot in the face, and then threw him out. He then took control of the banshee and fought back against the others.

"Holy shit…" Jim said in amazement. "The kid just jacked a banshee!"

"Really? You mean he's alright?" Chelsea asked eagerly.

"See for yourself."

Dylan ran over to the edge and looked down. A single banshee was attacking and destroying all the other ones.

"Good God, he's killing the hell outta those guys!"

Connor fought hard until the last banshee was blown to bits. He then followed the pelican to a small patch of open forest, where there appeared to be some kind of landing zone. The pelican landed safely, but Connor flew overhead and landed in the trees. There was the sound of a crash, and the eerie hum of the banshee's gravity engines was silenced.

The crew stepped out of the pelican, and ran to the spot where they last saw Connor's banshee. They pushed through a few trees and bushes, before finally coming to an opening of broken trees and rocks. In a pile of wreckage was the banshee, mangled and badly damaged. The canopy was dented in multiple places, the wings were broken, and the gravity propulsion engines were completely fried.

"Connor!" Chelsea cried.

The hatch of the banshee made a sharp metal on metal screech, shot out a few sparks, and then flew open. Connor rolled sideways out of the ship.

"Ow." He said flatly.

Chelsea ran over to help him up. "What happened? Are you alright?"

"I'm fine…but the banshee is pretty much screwed."

"Why'd you crash like that? I didn't see you get hit…" Dylan asked.

"Well, flying them is one thing, but banshees are weird as hell, and I have NO idea how to land them…" Connor replied tiredly.

Chelsea held him close. "Well, the important thing is that you're ok."

"I told you not to worry." Connor said with a smile on his face.

"Hey, are we going, or what?" Jim asked impatiently.

"Right. Everyone, get to the base. They're expecting us." The Chief said.

"We're expected?" Dylan asked.

"Yes, and we're keeping them waiting. I suggest we go." The Chief turned and started back towards to small base.

"Come on, let's go." Connor said to Chelsea. He held her hand, and they walked back together with Jim and Dylan right behind them.

The small U.N.S.C base was very well camouflaged in the forest. It was darkly colored with a brown-ish green bark color. It was almost completely surrounded by trees and rocks, and was nearly impossible to see from above. The perfect hiding place. The moon shone brilliantly in the night sky, glinting dully off little silver bits of the base.

The group approached what appeared to be the door to the base. A hatch just above the door opened up, and a camera eye emerged from it. It stared at them for a moment, and then retracted into the hatch before the steel clamps were released and the heavy door slid open. A tall man in a military uniform stood in the doorway to greet them.

"Hello. Welcome to outpost Delta 67. I am Sgt. Clinton Leitz, and I welcome you on behalf of the U.N.S.C."

"Sir. It's an honor." The Chief said.

"Likewise, Master Chief. Why don't you and your team come and walk with me."

The Sgt. Turned and began down a long white hallway. At the end there was a large elevator shaft. Leitz pressed a button and waited for the lift to arrive.

"When we received your distress call from Earth, we knew right away that the covenant had attacked Base Echo 57. We sent multiple transports to aid those fleeing the covenant strike force. You and your team were the only ones we found." The elevator arrived and the group stepped in. "A good third of the soldiers were found dead, and the rest have been declared M.I.A. As of now, we can only assume the worst."

"I don't blame you. We barely escaped ourselves…" Connor said.

"Well it's good that you're all here." The Sgt. Replied.

"Well…not all of us." Connor said quietly. The elevator stopped, almost as if in response to Connor's statement.

The Sgt. and the group stepped out of the elevator. Leitz then stopped, and turned around to face them. "There was another one of you?"

"A good friend of ours, yes." Chelsea replied.

Sgt. Leitz turned to Connor. "Tell me what happened to him. And be specific. I want to know the whole story."
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Convincing the prophets that Reach was the better target was no easy task. They were quite stubborn, but the persuasions of Kel and Dark Samus eventually changed their minds.

"You assumptions better be correct human. Or you, like the rest of your race, will suffer." Kel let the cold words of the Prophet of Truth sink in.

The strange alien leaders never really trusted Kel in the first place, simply because he was human. He was the only "heretic" they were not permitted to kill, and although they would never admit it, they were afraid of him. Never had they met a human that actually intimidated them, but this young one was an odd exception to the rule. He controlled phazon like it was second nature, he spoke in an unusually menacing tone…and he always seemed to be watching them, like a predator waiting for just the right moment to attack. His very presence unnerved them. There was something about that human that just wasn't right.

His loyalty to Dark Samus frustrated them as well. They were well aware of his power and capabilities. They wanted that power, but his devotion to Dark Samus made it next to impossible for them to control him in any way, shape or form.

"The human follows her like an Unggoy to a Sangheili." The Prophet of Regret began. "What I fail to understand is how such a lowly life form can become so powerful so quickly, and then become acquainted with an equally powerful being. He must have been chosen by the Gods…"

"Fool!" The Prophet of Truth snapped. "You are blinded with impossibilities! The Gods would not dare choose a pathetic heretic like him. Only one of the finest would have been chosen, not some incompetent human." The Prophet turned in his hovering throne and looked out the energy shield window. High Charity's broad mechanical landscape stretched out for miles in front of them.

"What you truly fail to understand is the motive of the Gods…which is to eradicate all those not worthy. Allied or not, the human is still a heretic. Eventually, he will die. One way…or another."
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Back on Phaaze, Kel was in deep thought. He knew Earth was the better target, but something was compelling him to go to Reach. He was unsure as to what it was.

"Reach is just another pathetic dust ball." He said quietly. "However…it's rich with technology and equipment we could use. And knowing the covenant, it'll all be burnt and turned to glass once they're done with it…" Suddenly a new idea came into his head. He rushed down countless hallways before coming to the room where Dark Samus was. She was laid in the phazon pool, resting.

She heard him come in and opened her eyes. "Yes?"

"I have a new idea."

Dark Samus sat up. "Tell me."

"As you know, Reach is covenant occupied, and they are quickly taking over. However, when it comes to the covenant, "taking over", that means destroying everything until there's nothing left."

Dark Samus thought for a moment, "This is relevant. But how?"

"There's tons of perfectly good equipment and electronics on Reach that are all in perfect working condition. And I think we could use some of it. All I ask for is your ship."

A little smile spread across Dark Samus's face. "Don't hurt yourself."

Kel returned the smile, then ran off.

He ran back through the maze of hallways until he reached a large clearing, where Dark Samus's ship sat. The freezing cold temperatures of Phaaze's atmosphere bit into Kel's skin. As he walked towards the dark ship, something caught his eye. Something small and white. As he turned to see what it was, he realized that it was snowing.

"Snow? On Phaaze? That's a first…"

He stood there for a moment, almost as if in a trance. He remembered his old life back on Earth, and the freezing cold winters they would get in Canada. He remembered all the fun he use to have with the snow and his friends when he was very little. But what carried the most value, were those memories of just simply staring out the windows at the sight of the beautiful white, crystallized landscape. Winter was easily his favorite season, it always had been. He loved the gorgeous snow capped mountains, the soft quiet roads, and how the falling diamonds always seemed to dampen the sound of the noisy trucks and cars outside.

He took a deep breath, and thought of all those fond memories. Then his eyes flew open.

"I have no time for pointless memories such as these…" He quickly strode over to the ship and climbed in. A small squad of Space Pirates where resting inside the ship.

"You there! You're all coming with me. We have some very important business to attend to."
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Connor told the Sgt. everything. How he and Kel got to the military base, how they were put through longs hours of training, how the Covenant attacked in the middle of the night, and how they escaped the fight and drove off into the woodland area and found the destroyed outpost where Dylan was lying nearly dead, having just barely survived a fight himself. Then he told him about how a dark floating figure, assumed to be Dark Samus, appeared out of nowhere, fired some kind of concussion blast at them, and knocked them all unconscious. When they woke up, Kel was nowhere to be seen.

"Samus was the one who suggested the idea that Dark Samus took him. We never really wanted to believe that, but eventually it became pretty clear that he was not in the area. The only explanation for that would be that he was taken. Then your guys showed up and we flew off."

Sgt. Leitz took a moment to take all of this in. No one had ever recorded an account of one of their comrades being abducted like that before…especially not by Dark Samus. This was all very strange.

"And none of you have any idea where he might have been taken?"

The group remained silent.

"I see." He turned and stared out the window at the vast expanse of forest before him. "Well, for now, the only thing we can do is wait it out. Rescue missions are next to impossible if no information on their location is provided…"

Outside, the morning sun glinted off the sharp peaks of the distant mountains. It was a beautiful, but somehow disturbing sight. Had the covenant not invaded Reach, maybe mornings would have been a little more enjoyable…

The Sgt. stared at the horizon for a moment, and then turned back to the group. "I have something that I must show you all. It just may be thing that wins us this war. Follow me."

They followed the Sgt. past a few groups of passing soldiers, and down what felt like an endless maze of hallways. Eventually the hallways came to an end where a huge steel door was standing. Leitz typed a password into a small console mounted on the wall, and in a few short moments, steam erupted from the cracks between the door and the ground, and the massive sheet slid open.

A small room opened up before them. It was filled with computers and security camera screens, and had a large console which stretched from one end of the wall to the other. Just behind the console was a large, thick sheet of glass. Behind the glass was yet another room of equal size, but it was much emptier. The only thing inside of it, was a stand with a large weapon mounted on top of it.

It was unlike anything any of them had ever seen. The weapon had a long, round cylindrical shape with a thin, elongated handle at one end, and four sharp horn-like appendages protruding from the other end, angling down towards the front end of the weapon. Its appearance was quite menacing.

"Whoa, what the hell is that?" Jim asked.

"That, is a prototype weapon, called the Spark Rifle. Our soldiers have been starting to call it the Phantom Ray due its devastating effects on whatever it hits."

"Why? What does it do?" Connor asked, clearly intrigued by the contraption.

"Once fired, the concentrated energy inside will begin to break down and disintegrate whatever it hits. However, this does not happen instantly. It usually takes a couple of minutes."

"I want to see it." The Chief said flatly.

"Of course…" The Sgt. replied. He walked over to the large console to begin the procedure.

Suddenly there was a loud thud, and the whole building shook.

"What the hell?! What was that?" Connor cried.

"We've been discovered!" Leitz shouted.

In the room behind the glass, a small circle of blue sparks formed on the ceiling. Then, the huge circular slab of steel fell from the ceiling to the floor.

"No…" said Dylan in disbelief.

A few Space pirates and a Pirate Commando jumped in through the hole, and shattered the thick sheet of glass that separated the two rooms. A tall, slender figure then jumped down through the hole to join them. The figure had long, jet black hair and incredibly pale skin.

"Who the hell is that?" Dylan said.

The figure lifted his head slightly and revealed his eyes. They were intense, crimson red eyes that looked like they could burn holes right through you. Connor knew immediately who the intruder was.

"Kel?!" He shouted, trying not to believe what he was seeing.

Kel's eyes widened, a sinister grin taking ahold of his face. "Hey ol' buddy…Didn't think you'd see ME again, did you?!" He snatched the Spark Rifle and laughed maniacally as he propelled himself up and out of the hole on what looked like some kind of jet of blue flames. The Pirates then bent down and sprung up and out of the hole with him.

The Chief turned to Leitz. "Where's your hangar?"

"Follow me!" He replied. He ran over the console, opened the blast door and darted down the hallway. The group could hardly keep up with Leitz as he was an incredibly fast runner.

Leitz was a good 30 feet ahead, when Jim called out, "Hey dude, wait up!"

Seconds later, a small section of the hallway exploded, and Leitz was swallowed by a wall of flame. The group looked on in shock. Brutes and Space Pirates then flooded into the hallway.

"What are we supposed to do about those guys?! We gotta go!" Connor shouted.

"Stand back." Samus said quietly. An orangey glow formed around her thin figure, and then materialized to become her Varia suit. She then raised her arm canon and shot a shiny bright blue missile at the Brutes and Pirates. They were all frozen instantly.

"Alright…my turn." The Chief said. He sprinted towards the frozen intruders, and then jumped with both feet pointed in front of him. The enemies were literally shattered by the Chief's kick.

Jim looked at Samus's suit in amazement. "What the fu-? Why didn't you use that before?"

She smiled under her helmet. "You guys always seemed to have everything under control."

"Come on, let's go!" Connor shouted, already running ahead. The group sprinted down and out of the hallway. Just to their right, there was a large door that read "Hangar 01".

"Ha ha! Just our luck!" Connor laughed. He ran over to the door, but it was locked. Another familiar-looking console stood beside the door.

"Aww great, it's locked! Now what?"

Again, Samus raised her arm canon. A large ball of energy formed at the end, and then she released it. It struck the blast door hard, and blew a hole in it.

"Huh. Well that works." Dylan said flatly. The group rushed through the wrecked door and saw a large Pelican stationed right in front of them.

"Perfect!" Connor said, and rushed into the vehicle, with Jim and Dylan following closely behind.

The Chief and Samus quickly got in and rushed to the pilot's seat.

"You know how to fly a Pelican, right?" Dylan asked.

"Watch me." the Chief replied.

The Pelicans engines roared, and the ship took off.

Off in the distance, they saw a small black ship outlined with a glowing bright blue color.

"There! That's gotta be them." Connor said. "We can't let them escape with that thing!"

The pelican flew at an amazing speed, forcing everyone back up against their chairs. Off in the distance, something on the back of the enemy ship began to light up.

"What's that?" Chelsea cried.

"I think they're gonna try to jump!" Dylan suggested.

"Jump to light speed?! In atmosphere?!"

"That's not possible, is it?" Asked Connor.

Suddenly the light on the back of the ship sparked, and flew towards the Pelican.

"Whoa!" Jim cried, as the ship swerved to dodge the oncoming shot.

"That's no light speed engine; it's a rear-mounted turret." Said Samus.

They boosted their engines, and flew up very closely behind the black ship.

"How are we even supposed to get the weapon back? If we shoot them down, we might risk destroying it…" Chelsea said.

"And we might just kill one of our best friends too…" Connor added.

Two hatches on top of the black ship opened up, and two Space Pirates came out. They primed their weapons, and began firing strange purple bolts at the Pelican.

"What the hell is that stuff?!" Dylan cried, as the Pelican flew upwards in an attempt to avoid the shots.

"It's dark beam." Samus explained, "If they hit us with enough of it, our ship will become engulfed in a hard brittle shell, resembling dark crystals."

"And then we're screwed, right?" asked Jim, a little frightened.

"The crystals will dissipate in a few moments; however it only takes a few moments to crash into the ground."

"How about instead of being afraid of dying in a crystallized ship, we blow those pirates to bits?" Connor suggested.

"Done." The Chief said flatly.

The Pelican fired a few shots from its front mounted canon, and the pirates were blown right off the ship.

"Ha ha! Got those suckers!" Connor cried triumphantly. "Now let's get that weapon back…"

They flew the Pelican incredibly close to the enemy ship, and readied themselves for boarding.

"Jim, Dylan, Connor, we need you to board that ship immediately. We're the only ones who will be able to keep this thing flying while you three are down there."

"Right!" Connor said in agreement.

The back hatch of the Pelican opened up, and Connor, Dylan and Jim prepared to jump.

"We'll bring you right over top of the ship." The Chief explained, "Then you three will jump. Getting inside the ship shouldn't be a problem."

Suddenly, the black ship sped up and flew ahead of them, slowing back down at about a hundred meters.

"Are they trying to get away?" Chelsea asked.

"No, they're maintaining their distance, which can only mean one thing," Samus replied, "They've got something up their sleeve..."

Off in the distance, another small hatch on top of the black ship opened up. Kel rose out of it, Spark Rifle in hand.

"Shit! If he hits us, we're screwed!" Connor cried.

"Not if I can help it…" The Chief said quietly.

A red-ish glow formed around the Spark Rifle, and the small portion of the weapon with the claw-like attachments began rotating at an incredible rate. Then it happened. Kel fired the Spark Rifle, and a long red and gold beam was shot from its rotating tip. The beam itself resembled a long stream of red and gold sparks all mashed together into one shot. It was a mesmerizing, but terrifying sight.

"Whoa!"

"Holy shit!"

"Son of a bitch!"

The Chief took a sharp turn and dodged the shot. The sharp turn, as a result, sent Jim flying towards the back of the Pelican, which was still open. He caught onto a safety rail at the very last possible second, and held on with his life.

"Guys? Guys?! I need help!" he shouted over the roaring wind.

Chelsea looked back, "Connor, Dylan, help him!"

They carefully made their way over to Jim, trying not to be swept off their feet and out the door by the rushing wind.

"Guys…guys! I'm slipping!" Jim cried.

"Just hold on! We're almost there!" Dylan reached out and snatched Jim's hand. "Guys! Shut the door!"

Samus hit a button on the control panel, and the large steel blast door shut.

Jim looked at Connor and Dylan. For a brief moment, he had a look of seriousness in his eyes. "Thanks…I guess I owe you guys one."

The Pelican lurched to the left to avoid another shot from Kel, and the three of them were sent flying into the wall.

Chelsea cringed. "Guys, strap yourselves in before you get killed!"

The three hurried over to the seats and fastened themselves to the chairs.

They watched as Kel fired more shots at their ship, each one of them missing by just a few inches. Had it not been for the Chief's skills in flying and maneuvering, they would be a pile of bloody scrap metal of the forest floor by now.

The enemy ship slowed down slightly, almost as if inviting them to catch up.

"What are they doing?" Samus whispered.

"I don't know. But whatever it is, I'm not falling for it…" The Chief replied.

Suddenly, the black ship's reverse thrusters lit up, and the ship flew back towards the Pelican. Master Chief angled the Pelican upwards, and the black ship flew by just below them.

"What are they doing?" Jim cried.

Then without any warning, the Pelican lurched forward like it had just been rammed by a rhino. The crew all grunted as they tried to hold on.

"We're hit…" The Chief said solemnly.

Kel, still standing atop the ship, laughed maniacally as they flew past. He then disappeared into the hatch, and jumped to light speed. The ship disappeared in an instant.

"No! They got away!" Connor shouted angrily.

A small red splotch formed on the inside of the Pelican's back door.

"Whoa, what is that?!" said Dylan nervously.

The splotch was slowly growing and wherever it went, little flakes of burnt, half disintegrated metal fell to the floor.

"Oh no…oh no…That damn Spark Rifle shot is destroying the ship! Chief! We have to land somewhere, or we're all gonna die!"

The Chief nodded. "Setting a course for the outpost."

Dylan and Jim went to go examine the damage.

"What is that stuff?"

"Don't touch it."

Jim reached out and felt the red spot. He immediately jerked his hand back. "Ow! That shit is hot!"

"I told you not to touch it…" Dylan said flatly.

"Whatever…"

"I wouldn't be standing near that stuff if I were you…" Chelsea warned. She turned to the cockpit, "How long 'til we touch down?"

"At least 5 minutes…we flew pretty far." Samus replied.

The red stain continued to grow at a steady rate.

Connor sighed nervously, and looked down at the floor. Chelsea wrapped an arm around him.

"We'll make it." She reassured him.

"Not making it isn't what's bothering me…" Connor looked her right in the eyes. "It's the fact that Kel got away with such a destructive weapon that's bothering me."

Chelsea held him close. "I know…"

The red blot was covering half the door now. At the very center, where it started, a small hole was starting to open up in the Pelican's hull. A light draft began flowing through the hole and into ship.

"Guys, look." Dylan said. "It's literally disintegrating the door!"

"How much longer?" Connor asked anxiously.

"A few more minutes…" The Chief replied. "This thing can't go much faster."

Chelsea, Connor, Dylan and Jim all watched as the hole slowly got bigger and bigger along with the red splotch.

It looked almost as if the ship had a disease; the red blot eating away at the steel like a leprosy cell to human flesh. And the group, they were like white blood cells. The disease would soon destroy the body, and them, the white blood cells, would go down with it. The whole situation seemed hopeless.

Off in the distance, dozens of banshees and a couple of phantoms took off from the base.

"It appears that the battle was lost…" Dylan stated.

"Or something could've scared them off." Jim added.

Connor looked up. "How often do you see covenant retreat for no reason?"

"That's exactly what I was thinking…" Samus said quietly.

Suddenly, a colossal beam of orange and yellow energy shot down from the sky, and the assumed position of the base erupted, and went up in flames. Satellite dishes and sheets of metal flew this way and that. Half destroyed warthogs and hornets were thrown from the wreckage. Small bits of pieces of discarded wastes and dysfunctional explosives were sent flying from the explosion. It was a disaster, to say the least.

"No, no…This can't be happening…" Connor said, feeling defeated.

"Oh my…" Samus whispered. The group stood up and came to the cock pit. They all stared out the window in horror. A covenant super carrier the size of New York City was looming overhead. The carrier's enormous laser spot on its underside was lit up.

"Resetting course." The Chief said gravely.

"To where?!" Connor snapped. "There isn't a single base for miles, and it's only a matter of time before that shot from the Spark Rifle completely destroys the ship!"

"Dude, calm the hell down!" Jim shouted.

"Yeah, don't worry, we'll think of something!" Dylan reassured him, regardless of how doubtful he was feeling.

""We'll think of something"? Just what the hell did you have in mind Dylan?! We have a growing hole in our Pelican, and there's a huge ass ship overhead ready to literally blow our shit out of the sky!" Connor shouted angrily.

"All of you calm down! Screaming isn't gonna get us anywhere any faster!" Chelsea finally said.

Suddenly Connor backed down. "I know…"

The covenant super carrier's beam flared up and readied itself for another shot.  
>"Brace yourselves. It's charging its excavation beam." The Chief warned.<p>

Then, just before the shot was fired, the canon exploded. Purple, blue, and pink smoke and fire billowed out from the opening.

"Whoa, what the hell?" Connor cried.

Dylan peered out the window. "Frigates! Four of them!" He then turned to Connor, "See? I told you we'd be alright!"

"You didn't say that…" Connor's tone was skeptical.

"Whatever, the point is, we're gonna be ok!"

A loud voice came through the intercom, "U.N.S.C. Pelican Charlie 5, do you copy?"

"This is the Master Chief of the U.N.S.C., to whom am I speaking?"

"I am Commander Neil Hoffman of frigate Brinsfield. We noticed you ran into some trouble with that super carrier, so we came to help."

"You guys couldn't have come at a better time. We have a growing hole in our ship." Dylan said into the receptor.

"We'll provide cover fire for the time being, you and your team find a landing zone somewhere in the forest. A few squadrons have been sent down to help you out." The Commander said.

"Affirmative." The Chief replied.

Over the speaker, a different voice came. "Covenant super carrier in firing range. MAC rounds have been authorized."

"MAC rounds? In atmosphere?" Dylan asked, surprised.

"Only one way to get them off our back." Samus replied.

The Pelican shook as a large dull yellow bolt was shot from Brinsfield's main canon. The other frigates followed the actions of the first. Multiple shots were fired from the four frigates, hitting the super carrier's excavation canon with pinpoint precision. Over all, not much damage was dealt to the immeasurably colossal covenant ship, but the canon was finished. Eventually, the super carrier sluggishly rose into the clouds and disappeared.

"The carrier's gun is dust. They're retreating." The Commander's voice spoke through the intercom. "You may now land safely."

"Thank you commander." Samus spoke softly into the speaker.

The Chief spotted a small clearing in the woods ahead.

"Found a landing zone." He finally said.
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Dark Samus's ship touched down on the snowy-white surface of planet Phaaze. Kel stepped out and took a deep breath of the ice cold air. It was like a blast from the past for him.

"Ah…Just like old times." He whispered.

He strode over to the door leading inside the massive Leviathan seed standing in front of him, the remaining space pirates following close behind. He turned to face them.

"You've done well. In the long run, we'll all be rewarded."

They nodded in response, and continued through the door, carrying the Spark Rifle with them. They made their way through the labyrinth of hallways, and came to a slightly larger door. Kel shot a small blast of phazon to remove the energy shield covering the entrance, and made his way in. Dark Samus was standing in the middle of the room, her power armor fitting tightly around her body. Kel came up behind her, and held out the Spark Rifle.

"I told you I'd find something." He said, proudly.

She turned and eyed the strange, but fascinating weapon in front of her.

"What is that, might I ask?" She asked, intrigued.

"I'm not sure what its name is, but it has a calamitous effect on whatever it hits."

"Show me."

Kel turned, aimed the gun at a few covenant energy batteries stacked in the corner, and fired. The beam shot out like an array of red and gold sparks, which struck the batteries with a fair amount of force. The batteries, all covered with red splotches, were thrown from their resting places and hit the walls, nearly exploding. They disintegrated a few moments later, and the Space Pirates roared in triumph. Dark Samus removed her helmet.

"Well, this is something." She said smiling.

"It most certainly is. It's incredibly powerful, and it just may be what wins us this war." Kel began inspecting the weapon more closely. "I'm not sure of the extent of its effects, however from what I've seen, the larger the object, the longer it takes to disintegrate. I don't know why, but that's just how it works."

Dark Samus smiled. "I knew I could count on you." She stroked the side of his face, then leaned in and landed a kiss on his forehead. Kel smiled.

Dark Samus gently grabbed hold of Kel's hand and guided him back out the door. "Come on," she said, "We've got plenty of work to do."
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"We're coming over you now." The Commander's voice said over the intercom.

The frigate blasted over head and flew ahead.

"We'll find a safe spot to land, and then we'll send out a few warthogs and hornets to come find you." He continued.

"Thank you Commander." Samus replied.

The Chief had landed the Pelican as safely as he could, however it was quite difficult with the growing hole in the ship. By now, the red substance had completely eaten up the back hatch.

"Remember not to step on the red stuff when you get out." Connor warned. He turned to Jim. "Yeah, that means you."

"Screw off." Jim replied.

The group stepped out and examined the damage.

"Holy god…that stuff is literally eating the ship…" Dylan said, observing the after effects.

"You can say that again…" Jim added.

"You know what scares me?" Connor joined in, "The fact that this is what one shot from that thing can do…and it's in the hands of someone that wants nothing more than total and complete destruction."

"Some friend that kid was…" Jim murmured.

"He didn't choose to be this way!" Connor snapped.

"Whoa, whoa hey calm down…" Chelsea pleaded.

The Chief and Samus turned their attention to the argument.

"He would never do something like this on purpose… Did you even see his eyes?! They were red! Blood Red! And his hair was black as black can be! You don't just decide one day to change your eye color and betray your friends! Something happened to him…and I'm pretty sure Dark Samus had something to do with it…"

"She's incredibly powerful and very deceptive," Samus stepped in. "There is a multitude of things she could have done to make him change. There's no way of knowing what happened…unless we got the information directly from him."

Connor turned to her. "What are you suggesting?"

"I'm suggesting that we take him captive. The only way to figure out whats going on is with him. He knows something, and we need to get it out of him. We could also do some experimenting on him; try to figure out what happened to him."

"And just how do you expect us to do that? He's got a weapon capable of taking out an entire ship on its own!" Chelsea demanded.

"He seems to be attracted to powerful or advanced technology and weaponry. If we could lure him in with something, we may be able to snag him." The Chief suggested. "However it won't be easy. As we've seen with that weapon, he can destroy whatever he wants at will."

"Well…It's definitely worth a shot. I mean, we do need to get him back as soon as we can."

"Yeah…but what are we going to lure him with?" Connor asked.

"Well, that won't be hard. Just anything that's valuable I guess." Dylan added. "Possibly something rich with energy?"

Everyone looked at each other for a moment.

"Fusion coils…" Connor finally said. "We could use fusion coils. But we lots of them. And fast."
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The bright sun, tinted by a smoggy red atmosphere, glinted off the wind shields of the hornet and the warthogs as they scanned the forest floor, searching the lush landscape for the missing group.

"How are you guys holding up down there?" The Hornet pilot spoke through a speaker to one of the warthog drivers.

"We're doing alright. Do you see anything?"

"Negative sir, I'll radio in as soon as I see any sign of life."

"Copy that." The driver responded.

"How are we supposed to find these guys? Dammit man, we're looking for a small group of people in a billion miles of forest and what-not." The warthog's passenger complained to the gunner.

"Hey, cool it Brian. We'll find 'em soon enough." The gunner replied.

Suddenly, they came across what appeared to be about a third of a pelican transport. The back end was being eaten up by what appeared to be red ooze or liquid of some kind. Near the wreck was the missing group.

The warthog driver spoke into the transceiver. "Mission control, we've found them. Repeat, we've found them."

"Good work Captain. Bring them home." Commander Hoffman's voice replied.

The warthog and passenger warthog pulled up beside the ruined ship.

One of the warthog drivers stepped out. "Allow me to introduce myself…I'm Captain Jonnie Wade. My squad and I were sent to locate your little ensemble. I guess you could say we were successful."

"Good thing you found us. Cause our ship is finished." Jim said plainly.

"I can see that. Well, no use standing around, hop in and we'll escort you all back to the frigate. We managed to land it a few miles away. It shouldn't take that long to make our way back."

"I hope not." The Chief added. "We have some…important business to attend to."
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The colossal covenant fleet flew suspended in the emptiness of space. Their slip-space generators were primed and ready for immediate use. The invasion of planet Reach was inevitable.

The prophet of Truth commanded all the ships to jump to hyperspace, and the ships disappeared in an instant.

Just outside the gravitational grasp of Reach, the covenant fleet appeared. They unleashed hordes of drop ships like enormous nests of killer insects.

The phantom and spirit drop ships blotted out the sun, firing of shots of super heated plasma at the cities below. Pandemonium had struck the planet's surface.

The U.N.S.C. retaliated with A.A. cannons, but they were of little use against the endless mass of covenant weaponry. The turrets were instantly destroyed by the returning fire of the drop ships. The phantoms and spirits dropped everything they had; Elites, grunts, skirmishers, brutes, jackals, drones, even hunters. They devastated the landscape and everything that stood in their way.

The military police and U.N.S.C. soldiers were useless. The packs of jackals and grunts alone were too great of a threat for them to overcome. It was utter chaos to say the very, very least.

Packs of grunt specialists wielding fuel rod cannons were unleashed on the ONI sword base infrastructure. They demolished the door, and made their way inside, followed by elite Zealots and field marshals. Anyone inside who wasn't on the covenant's side was slaughtered and torn to bits. Eventually, nothing but a bloody mess of human organs and appendages remained. The covenant now owned sword base.

All across Reach, these events were occurring. Massive covenant fleets flew in, ransacked whatever they didn't need, or saw as "insignificant" and took over. The covenant were relentless in their genocidal campaign, and seemed unstoppable.

In less than a week, Reach would be ridden of all human life.
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Kel peered out the small delicate window from the inside of Dark Samus's rather small ship. He stared blankly at the scorched, glassy black surface of the planet Reach. The covenant were making progress at an incredible rate.

Suddenly, he began feel cold, something quite unusual for him. It was the kind of coldness you felt when you were incredibly sick…or guilty of something you couldn't ignore or deny. He couldn't help but feel as though what he was doing was wrong. He didn't know why, seeing as he was the master mind behind this little escapade. He wrestled with his thoughts, trying to convince himself that this series of mass killings was somehow justifiable in some way, shape or form.

_There are innocents down there…_ He thought.

_And they're being slaughtered because of me. Because…I failed. You have failed at nothing! Enough with these self inflicted mental wounds! You're mutilating your own conscience. The lives of those on Reach mean nothing to you. Their torment will end soon…and we will rise above it all. We will be victorious._

Eventually, Kel managed to get his emotional battle under control.

Then, out of nowhere, arms gently wrapped around him from behind. It was Dark Samus.

"You're cold…" She whispered.

"Yeah…I know." The warmth of the dark angel's embrace calmed him.

"Why is that?" She asked, stroking his cheek

"I don't know" He lied, "This has never happened before."

"You're lying."

"I know…"

Dark Samus gazed into his regretful crimson eyes. She smiled. "Your eyes are just as gorgeous as ever…"

She leaned in and kissed him.

Suddenly, just like a miraculous act of sorcery, all of Kel's grief was washed away. The regret was nonexistent, and he felt better than he ever had before.

He leaned in close, "Thank you… I feel much better now."

She smiled, "I'm glad."

Kel looked back out the frozen window. He gazed intently at the blackened surface of the once fertile planet.

"So, how much longer until Reach falls?"

"Not long. Within the next week, Reach will be ours." Dark Samus replied quietly.

All the little flashing lights and buttons on the control panels coupled with the eerie hum of the ship's engine calmed them both. The somber silence inside the dark ship created a strange, peaceful stillness. It made all the destruction before them seem so…insignificant.

There, within the tight confines of the small dark ship, they held each other.

"It's pretty isn't it?" Kel whispered.

"What?"

"Space. The stars, the nebula, the bright blue and pink space dust…it's all so beautiful..."

"So you think so too?" Dark Samus suggested.

"I most certainly do…I always have. I've always thought space was the most astounding sight ever to be viewed by any living thing."
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"475…476...477…478. 478 fusion coils. That's definitely enough." Said Jim, observing the enormous cluster of batteries before him.

"Are you kidding me? If we wanna get their attention, we're gonna need at least two more…" Connor said mockingly. Jim glared.

They stood in the large farmer's field, admiring their accomplishment.

"You really think that this field is far enough out of the way that we won't be discovered?" Dylan asked.

"With enough luck, we should be able to detonate this whole pile and still not get noticed by those covee pricks." Connor replied.

He looked up into the orange glazed evening sky. "We better get outta here…He'll be here soon and if he sees us, we're dead."

The three stood up and bolted for the edge of a large forest near the field. They dove into the bushes and twigs, hiding under a pre-made blanket of leaves.

After what felt like hours, they noticed movement in the skies above. A small hole opened up in the clouds and a small black ship surrounded by a light blue hue flew in.

"That must be him, get your weapons." Said Connor, quietly.

The black ship touched down, and a shaft slid open beneath it, revealing the dark, foreboding figure that was Kel. He stepped out, quickly looked around and headed for the fusion coils.

Connor took out his custom spike grenade and armed it, causing the spikes to extend from the middle.

Jim turned to him. "Dude, what are you doing? I thought we were just going to kidnap him."

"Before we can even get close to him, we need to startle and distract him." He turned and stared at Jim. "When you have the element of surprise on your side, you most certainly should use it."

They faintly heard Kel grumble something before he turned and began walking back to his ship.

"Shit, he's getting away." Jim mumbled.

"Not if I can help it…" Connor replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

He stood up and hurled the steel spike grenade. There was a loud pop from the tiny jets in the device, projecting it a bit farther, and causing it to land a few feet from Kel, which then exploded in a shower of spikes and shrapnel. Kel screamed in agony as the spikes pierced nearly the entire right side of his body.

"Now!" Connor shouted. The three rushed from the brush, weapons and blades drawn.

Kel's eyes flared red. He grabbed one of the spikes in his shoulder, and winced as he ripped it out. He grinned and lunged towards Dylan, stabbing the bloody spike into his collar bone on the left side. Dylan howled in pain and fell over. Unfortunately, Connor and Jim didn't have time to help him up.

Connor leaped into the air and sucker punched Kel in the face, who flew off his feet and rolled in the dirt a few feet away. Jim jumped on the corrupted boy and started beating on him until he was flipped off and thrown into a tree stump. Kel then jumped up and bolted for Connor. He ran, jumped, and landed a backflip kick on Connor's shoulder. He grunted and fell to the ground with a loud thud.

Kel limped and winced in pain from the spikes in his side. Suddenly out of nowhere, Jim came up behind and kicked one of the spikes deeper into his ribs. Kel shrieked from the tormenting agony, spun around, landed an upper-cut on Jim and then kicked him in the stomach, winding him and sending him backwards into the bushes.

"Hey, bitch!" shouted Connor, recovering from the kick. "Come get some."

Kel began to glow with a light-blue-ish hue. "You shouldn't have said that…" He growled.

The two boys vaulted towards each other, and interlocked hands. Connor grunted in shock when his hands came in contact with friend's. They were cold as ice.

"It's just like old times, isn't it?" Kel smiled coldly.

"Yeah, except for one thing…" Connor replied in a pained voice.

"What?"

"All those other times, you were fully conscious."

"What-?" Suddenly, Dylan came up behind and wrapped a chloroform soaked cloth around Kel's mouth and nose. He struggled fiercely for a few moments, and then went completely limp.

"Nice job there." Connor commented.

"Thanks. Hey, could you hold him for a second? I gotta go get Jim…" Dylan replied.

"Sure."

"Just don't let go of that cloth. As soon as the chloroform is removed, he'll start to wake back up."

"Oh shit, really? In that case, there's no way in hell that I'm letting this thing go."

"Good."

Dylan helped Jim out of the bushes who, needless to say, was somewhat less than happy.

"Man, when that son of a bitch wakes back up, he is so dead…" Jim barked.

"Cool it big guy, we got what we came for. Now let's get him in the back of the warthog and bounce. This place is creeping me out."

The three loaded Kel into the back of a troop-transport warthog along with a few fusion coils and sped off into the darkening distance.
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Kel awoke in a dark room, a dull ache throbbing in his right side, but he couldn't figure out why. The last thing he could remember was…

He struggled to move and get up, only to realize that he was strapped to the very chair he was seated in. Every move he made sent a sharp blade of agony down his right side. He cried out, and struggled to free himself, only resulting in more pain. He screamed out of frustration and discomfort. Suddenly, an incredibly bright light shone from the ceiling, illuminating the whole room.

The room revealed itself to be some kind interrogation room, being very empty except for a few chairs and a wide table.

"What the hell…where am I?" He wondered out loud.

Suddenly a door in the wall before him opened and Connor stepped in. "You know perfectly well where you are…"

Kel grinned menacingly. "I was wondering when we'd see each other again."

Connor ignored his comment. "What happened to you?"

Kel stared blankly.

"You were a good guy once…what the hell happened? What did she do to you?"

Kel gazed off into space for a moment. "She…helped me."

Connor leaned forward and looked intently into his crimson eyes. "She helped you?" he replied inquisitively.

"Yes. I'm better now…I don't hurt like I used to."

Connor slowly stood back up, a cold realization coming over him. He then turned around and stormed out of the room.

Kel smirked. "If only he knew…"

Connor quickly walked back to the room where the others were waiting.

He swung the door open, everyone looked up at him.

"Well?" Jim asked.

"I think I've figured it out."

Everyone stared intently.

"I think he's in love with Dark Samus."

The few last syllables sent the group into an uproar.

"Aww shit!"

"What?!"

"Son of a bitch!"

"You can't be serious…"

A look of regret and helplessness spread across Connor's face. "When I asked him about how he got corrupted, he said that she helped him and that he's all better now. He also mentioned that "He doesn't hurt anymore". The only thing that could heal him like that as far as I'm concerned, is love. He was pretty messed up on the inside."

"But how do you know that's its Dark Samus' fault?" Samus asked.

"Trust me…I know him better than anyone else. Dark Samus is really the only one who would and could do this. She won him over when she won his heart."

Jim sighed. "Teenagers…What is it with you guys and your constant need for love and all that shit? I just don't get it…"

Dylan looked at him. "It's because you're not a teenager Jim."

"Guys we're getting off topic," Connor interrupted, "This is serious! If we don't break his love for her in some way shape or from…who knows if he'll ever be normal again."

"Well, all we need to do is kill her, right?" Jim suggested.

"It isn't that simple." Chief commented. "You can't just 'kill' someone with a power level of her magnitude. An escapade like that requires careful planning. And plenty of ammo."

"I couldn't have said it better myself." Chelsea added.

The group went silent, and the majority turned their heads towards Connor.

He stood there for a moment, staring endlessly into the space before him.

"Well, if we're going to kill Dark Samus, we need to start planning now. We have Kel in captivity, so he shouldn't be a problem…But if we work together, we can get this done quickly and efficiently. Who's with me?"

"I'm with you."

"So am I."

"Me too."

"As am I."

For a moment, Jim hesitated. "I'm…I'm with you." He stood up, and addressed the group. "I may not like Kel, but I preferred him when he wasn't always trying to kill us."

"Oh, so there is a rational side to you, Jim." Connor remarked sarcastically.

Jim smirked. "Shut up…"

"Oh Jim, you never change."
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Dark Samus stood in a pool of phazon, watching intently as the beautiful stars lethargically passed overhead. She had been awaiting Kel's return for quite a lot longer than she expected. She knew something was wrong, however what exactly was wrong, was entirely beyond her. She gazed into the beautiful star-lit sky.  
>"Where are you?" she whispered.<p>

Dark Samus closed her eyes and thought hard for a moment, slowly recreating an image of Reach in her head. She remembered once seeing a large grey building in a rather cold part of the planet. She thought hard for a moment, and then remembered seeing the words "ONI Sword base" imprinted on the walls.

_Well,_ She thought, _If there's anywhere to start searching for him, it's there. That place seeing pretty important last time I was there…_

Suddenly, she began to surround herself with a strange form of space-bending energy, and in an instant, was swallowed by a cloud of phazon.

When she opened her eyes back up, she was sitting just outside the walls of the heavily fortified ONI Sword base. She stretched out with her extrasensory abilities and searched the inside of the building. Kel was nowhere to be found, at least not in the building. She felt Kel's aura coming from directly beneath the structure, 200 metres below it that is. She stared at its dull grey composition, and thought for a moment about how exactly she was supposed to get inside. She could easily blast a hole in the wall, however she didn't know what was inside, nor did she want to risk attracting any unwanted attention.

She sat there and pondered for a moment, before being distracted by a by-passing phantom drop ship accompanied by two spirit drop ships and about nine banshees. A small grin stretched across her face.

"Perfect." She whispered.
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Kel woke with a start. Shining into his eyes was an immensely bright surgical light.

"Ah! Son of a bitch!" he cried out in pain. His eyes darted around the room. "…where am I now?" He groaned.

A loud voice came over an intercom in one of the corners of the room. "You're in a heavy containment unit."

Kel looked around and surveyed the room. It was large, white, and very clean. A window placed high up on one of the walls gazed upon the room like a vacant, condescending eye. A few people, presumably scientist or doctors, peered out of the window, observing Kel's restrained body. As he strained to look through the pane, he was able to make out the shapes of Connor and a few of the others from the group.

He tried to move, only to realize that he was strapped to what appeared to be an operating table of some sort. His steel cuffs refused to accept any limb or body movement of any kind. He struggled with his restraints for a moment before finally giving up.

"Sorry, but you're not going anywhere." The voice over the intercom spoke, "You're strapped down with stainless steel in a lab two hundred meters below the surface. This is the highest form of security we can afford at the moment."

"Let. Me. Out." Kel said menacingly.

Five different scientists entered the room, one of them carrying a large steel suitcase. Kel watched intently as they opened the case, revealing a multitude of syringes and sharp doctor's tools.

Kel's eyes went wide. He always had a strange feeling of uneasiness around needles and syringes. He struggled fiercely and tried to free himself, but to no avail.

One of the scientists began to make his way over to Kel, a full syringe in hand. It appeared to be containing some kind of thick, dark blue liquid.

The scientist was only a few feet away when Kel spoke. "If you enjoy having both of your hands, then I suggest that you keep that needle away from me."

The man hesitated for a moment, unsure of his own safety. He looked at one of the others for reassurance. The man nodded.

"Go ahead. There is literally nothing he can do."

The scientist made the rest of the way over to Kel before finally sticking the needle into his neck and injecting the fluid. Kel screamed out of agony and fury.

"Take your hands off me!" He shrieked. He eyes flared like a bonfire. The liquid, acting like a tranquilizer, put him out immediately. He eyes shut, and his body went limp.

Connor watched attentively from the window above, holding Chelsea close.

"What are they gonna do?" He asked. One of the doctors turned to him.

"Surgery. They're going to operate on him to first find out what's causing the corruption. Then, assuming that they're successful, they will attempt to eradicate the virus. However it will take a while. These procedures are not fast, nor are they simple."

Connor sighed and looked back out the window. Down below, the scientists and doctors prepared to cut Kel's unconscious body open. Suddenly, his left arm jerked. The men all looked at each other, wondering what to think. He _was_ unconscious…right?

Just then, Kel's eyes shot open. They spread as wide as they could before quickly contorting into a frightening glare. His body began glow brilliantly with a turquoise hue, his arms and legs snapping up and ripping the restraints right from the very table they were welded to. He then sat up, tearing the remaining restraints from the table, the doctors and scientists desperately trying to open the security door.

Kel stood up and screamed as he lifted his arms up high, causing every object in the room to levitate into the air. The doctors and scientists all screamed in terror as Kel quickly shot his arms out to the sides, throwing them, and everything else against the walls.

His eyes flared red as he lifted his right arm into the air and shot a bolt of phazon up into the ceiling, creating a large hole in the structure. He squatted down for a split second before propelling himself out of the building on a large stream of phazon.

The doctor behind the glass spoke into the intercom, "We need security and medics down here A.S.A.P."

The group stared in awe of what they had just witnessed.

"Well…they sure as hell pissed him off." Connor said.

"No kidding…" Chelsea replied.

"I can't believe he flew off like that…" Samus spoke, her voice just barely above a whisper. "I thought he was secure…I thought we had him."

"We all did." Dylan replied.

"So…what now?" Jim asked. "For all we know, he could be flying back to get that Spark Rifle thing…and if he does, we're pretty much screwed."

"That's what I'm worried about…" Connor said quietly.

Suddenly, the building began to shake violently. The lights flickered for a moment and the building brought itself back to a standstill just seconds before another tremor shook the facility.

The sound of a loaded gun came from behind them. Everyone spun around, only to see the Chief standing there, assault rifle in hand.

"Dude, what are you doing?" Jim asked.

"Well I, for one, am not going to stand around while the Covenant break through our doors and some crazy corrupted kid goes around melting everything he sees…"

Connor pulled out his DMR. "Neither am I. He's my best friend, and I'm not gonna lose him because some evil bitch stole his heart…"

"Me neither. I'm with you guys." Chelsea said, pulling out her magnum.

"Count me in." Dylan said.

"I'm with you too." Samus said.

"I guess I kind of have to tag along, don't I?" Jim said sarcastically.

Suddenly the wall a few meters away from them erupted in an explosion of shrapnel, plasma bolts, and what appeared to be phazon. Dark Samus, suit less and covered with blazing phazon, strode menacingly into the room.

She smiled sweetly. "Well if it's too much of a chore, you could just stay here with me…"

"Whoa…" Jim said, slightly in a daze from her beauty.

A large sphere of phazon formed in Dark Samus's hand. Seconds before she unleashed it, it was shot and the sphere erupted, sending her flying back out through the hole.

Wounded, Dark Samus staggered back to her feet, angered by their retaliation.

Connor stepped through the hole and out into the cold, ice wrapped landscape, DMR in hand.

"Hey bitch!" he grinned, "Come get some."

Dark Samus lunged at Connor who, at the last second, struck her on the forehead with the butt end of his rifle. She quickly stood back up and threw a punch at his face. Quickly dodging it, he spun around, drove an uppercut into the underside of her chin and then kicked her in the stomach, sending her flying back. She landed hard on the frigid ice a few meters away. She stood back up and smiled.

"You're quite the fighter aren't you?"

"I learnt it from an old friend…" Connor replied.

Samus and the Chief walked through the gaping hole in the lab's wall. Chelsea, Dylan and Jim followed closely behind.

"Oh good…more company…" Dark Samus said quietly.

Suddenly, her gentle figure lifted, and she left the very ground she stood upon. Surrounded by burning phazon, she rose into the air, eyes flaring and hair flailing in the wind.

"Get back!" Samus shouted.

Almost as if in response to Samus's warning, a large wave of beautiful blue light was unleashed upon them, sending the group flying back towards the lab walls.

Dark Samus then formed a large orb of phazon in her hands and aimed at Dylan, who struggled frantically to get up and out of the way.

Samus leaped to her feet and sprung into the air, tackling Dark Samus mere milliseconds before the bright ball of light was launched. As she fell to the ground with her dark twin, the bright blue spheroid was hurled high into the air and erupted in a gorgeous explosion of blue fire and sparks.

Seeing an opportunity, the Chief bolted for Samus and her evil counterpart.

Samus rolled onto to her back so that Dark Samus was on top of her.

The dark angel smiled evilly. "You make it too easy-" By the time she finished her sentence, the Chief had tackled her from behind and the two of them were flying towards one of the concrete supports. The Chief forced Dark Samus to crash face first into the pillar, causing her to cup her face in agony.

Chelsea, struggling to stand back up, primed her magnum and shot Dark Samus in both her legs. She howled in pain and curled up into a fetal position.

"Ha! Incapacitation, bitch!" Connor shouted triumphantly.

A light layer of phazon formed around Dark Samus's thin body, her wounds beginning to heal ever so slowly.

"Not so fast…" Samus said as she charged up her arm cannon, preparing the final blow.

"Wait!" Connor shouted.

"What?"

"We need her alive…at least for now."

Dark Samus moaned in pain, her body curled up so tightly it almost appeared as though gravity had betrayed her and was forcing her inward.

"Connor, she has powers far beyond our comprehension. She is too dangerous to be left alive."

"Just hear me out for a second, alright? We had Kel in captivity, or at least we thought we did. If he had simply stayed where he was, then by now the plan would have worked exactly as it should have. The whole idea was that we were gonna use him as bait so that Dark Samus would come to his rescue. We were gonna snag her at the last moment and hold both of them in captivity, and hopefully, from that, figure out what's happened to him. But now, he's gone, and the only way that I can think of to get him back over here, is to now use Dark Samus as bait."

Samus stood there and pondered for a moment. "Alright, but under one condition: That there is always at least one person watching her. We can't risk letting her escape."

"Deal."

Dark Samus looked up at Connor pleadingly before the Chief came up and stuck a tranquilizing syringe into her neck. She gasped from the sensation of cold steel penetrating her pale skin and immediately went limp.

"Alright, let's get her inside. She's going to need a lot of restraints." Samus said.

"Wait…where's Jim?" Chelsea asked.

The group scanned the area for a brief moment. Connor spun around and looked back towards a damaged section of the lab's wall. His eyes widened.

"Guys..." He said nervously. The rest of the group turned around, a few of them gasping in horror.

There, impaled on a sharp metal beam jutting out from the damaged wall, was Jim. His body hung loosely like he was some kind of ragdoll, blood dripping down the wall behind him.

"Son of a bitch!" Dylan shouted angrily, "I was just starting to like that guy!"

"How could this have happened?" Chelsea asked quietly.

"This most likely occurred when Dark Samus unleashed that wave of blue light." The Chief answered, "_We_ were simply thrown against the wall…however Jim wasn't so lucky."

"So…we got off easy?" Connor asked hesitantly.

"I guess so." Dylan replied.

Samus came up from behind the group, carrying the unconscious Dark Samus over her armored shoulders.

"Let's get her inside. Time is of the essence."
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Kel landed hard on the dense, blue surface of the planet Phaaze, accidentally knocking the wind out of himself. After what had just happened, just the fact that he was able to breathe in the first place amazed him.

What had literally felt like seconds ago, he was strapped to an operating table, waiting to be ripped open for God knows what reason. He then remembers feeling an incredible surge of energy waking him up from a tranquilizer they tried to give him. Everything after that was a blur…for the most part. He remembers ripping himself from the operating table…and then what? He remembered hurting a few people, but he couldn't remember how he did it. After that, he recalled blasting a hole in the ceiling and then soaring out on a stream of phazon. The rest he couldn't remember.

He looked around, trying to find the ship that he flew back in, however, it was nowhere to be found. He did fly back in a ship, right? How else could he have gotten there so fast? A simple human such as himself could not simply blast through space unprotected as he was.

Then it all came back to him. He was in fact, protected. Protected by the vast amount of phazon that had literally swallowed his body. Kel looked down at his hands which were still engulfed by bright blue surges of phazon. He gazed into the beautiful swirls before him. How was containing this much power even possible?

He snapped out of his trance and came back to reality. What was he here for again? Then he remembered the strange, but devastating rifle he had stolen from a laboratory on Reach. He smiled slightly.

"That's right... I've come for my…weapon of mass destruction." He said jokingly.

He searched for an entrance into the phazon fortress before him. After a minute or two of searching, he discovered a door far to the right of where he had landed. After entering, it only took him a moment to locate the caustic rifle.

He smiled menacingly, "Now…let's go corrode the opposition."
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Connor shifted uncomfortably in his seat. There, strapped to the wall before him, was Dark Samus. He had been the first to volunteer to guard the unconscious adversary while the rest of the group awaited the return of Kel. Although the bindings securing the dark angel were made with various kinds of metal, Connor couldn't help but feel nervous being within ten feet of Dark Samus herself.

Connor felt like he was going insane. He couldn't tell if she was awake or not, and didn't know how safe it was to check.

_You're awake, aren't you…?_ _Well you're not gonna fool me._ The thoughts in his head spun like a tempest of crazy ideas and irrational thoughts.

_I know you're just playing it up. I know you're awake, and so do you. You're just waiting…waiting for that one split second when I turn my back, and then BAM! You're gonna rip from those restraints in the wall and then you'll kill us all. But you're not gonna kill me…no way man…cause I know what you're up to. You haven't fooled me…_

Almost as if in reaction to his thoughts, Dark Samus's body began to move. Ever so lethargically, her head lifted, her eye lashes fluttering as if she were in a trance. Suddenly, her eyes shot open, quickly scanning the room before her.

"Well…what do we have here?" She said, noticing the powerful bindings holding her limbs against the wall. "A pathetic attempt to hold me in place. Cute."

The Dark Hunter tried to tear the straps from the wall, but quickly discovered that she couldn't. A look of confusion and nervousness took a hold of her.

"Nice try, but those bindings are made of steel and iridium, the rarest, lightest, and second most dense metal known to man. You're not going anywhere." Said Connor solemnly.

"Is that so?" Dark Samus replied, shifting what little she could in her restraints, "Well…I could get used to this. I kinda like it."

Connor tilted his head ever so slightly, "What did you just say?"

Dark Samus looked up, smiling cutely at him. "I was just saying I've never been unable to break myself free from a wall like this before…I feel so exposed and…helpless."

She moved about within the confines of her restraints, erotically shifting her body to create the illusion of larger bodily proportions.

"What are you doing?" said Connor flatly, clearly unimpressed.

"Oh, I think you know..."

Connor's face twisted into a frown, "Oh, hell no!"

Dark Samus looked at him with pleading eyes, "Come here…"

"What? No! I have a girlfriend!"

"Come on sweetie, just one kiss."

"How about you just shut your whore mouth before I staple it shut." Connor replied angrily, "I know what you're trying to do and it won't work. You took my friend, but that's only because he was emotionally weak. You try to take me, and shit's gonna go down."

"You're quite the fighter aren't you?" Dark Samus giggled, "I like that."

Connor drew his knife from his pocket and strode towards Dark Samus. He placed the edge of the blade on her throat, causing her to back up what little she could.

"Stop it. You're not going to get anywhere with me, do you understand?!" He shouted.

Dark Samus's breathing became noticeably heavier, "Mm...So you're kinky too."

"You know what? Forget it, just- …forget it." Said Connor, clearly fed up by her attempts to captivate him.

He walked back over to his seat and sat down, spinning the knife between his fingers.

"Where's that other boy of yours?" Dark Samus asked.

"What do you mean 'that other boy'?" Connor replied cynically.

"The one dressed in all white."

"You mean Jim? You killed him. He was impaled on a metal pole jutting out of the wall when you blasted us all back. You know, I may not have liked him very much, but you really didn't have to do that!"

Dark Samus stared at him thoughtfully, seeming almost interested.

"Maybe it's a good thing…" Connor scoffed, "If he were still alive, he would have definitely been the first to volunteer for this job. And if that were the case, he'd practically be eating you out by now…and knowing you, you'd find a way to turn him to your side almost instantaneously."

Dark Samus smiled, "You know me better than I thought."

Connor ignoring her comment, continued, "He'd be corrupted, and we'd be screwed two times over…and all because you couldn't keep your slutty hands off a guy who hadn't been corrupted."

Dark Samus's head hung low, a look of hurt beginning to sweep over her soft features.

"I don't know what it is that makes you think you can just go around taking people and twisting them to your desire," Connor said furiously, "but it sickens me."

Dark Samus looked up. "Your friend…"

Connor locked his gaze with that of the dark angel's. "You mean my best friend? The one you selfishly stole from us?"

"I helped him."

For a moment, Connor was stunned. Kel had literally said that exact same thing a few hours earlier.

He snapped out of his shock, "Helped him?! You've destroyed him, from the inside out!"

"I gave him comfort…I showed him what it was like to really be loved back."

"Bullshit!" Connor yelled, "You don't really love him, you're just using him!"

"Using him? Far from it…he agreed to help me."

Connor turned away, he had had enough. He didn't know whether or not to believe the sinister wretch. He knew not to trust her, but he couldn't help but feel as though what she was saying was true…

During their pre-military days, Connor and Kel would occasionally get onto the subject of relationships when they were hanging out. Connor, being the lady's man of the two, always tried to give helpful advice, but usually to no avail. Kel just wasn't good with girls. It was quite strange, he could make friends with people no problem, however when it came to flirting and actually going on dates, he just wasn't cut out for it. Although it didn't show much on the outside, it was always quite obvious that he was bothered by his lack of success.

Sifting through all these past memories brought Connor to the realization that what he was told by Dark Samus was no lie. He turned back towards her.

"You sick, self-centered, controlling bitch!" he snapped, "You tricked him into liking you and then took advantage of him!"

"Well, it looks like you've got me all figured out." Dark Samus replied, smiling.

"Tell me how to get him back right now or I'll-" a loud booming sound outside cut Connor off before he could finish.

He ran outside to see what was going on, and to his dismay, saw nothing but pirate ships along with Covenant phantoms dropping through small holes in the icy ceiling miles above their heads. Among them, Kel.

"There you are…" Connor whispered.

The ships began to rain fire on the building like plasma hail. The group took cover, and Connor ran back inside to check on their prisoner.

Dark Samus giggled at the sound of battle, "Looks like my knight in shining armor has come to rescue me."

"Shut up!" shouted Connor angrily.

Just then, a dull thud came from outside the hole in the wall. Kel walked in through the opening, smiling with the Spark Rifle in hand.

"Good day, good day, old friend of mine." His tone was sinister, "Happy to see me?"

"Oh, you have no idea…" Connor replied, standing in between Kel and Dark Samus defiantly.

"Look," Kel continued, resting the rifle on his shoulder, "I'm gonna make this very simple: Hand over my sweet, blue-haired angel, and no one gets hurt."

The very concept of his best friend complimenting their enemy like that made Connor want to gag.

"Not on your life." he replied, boldly.

The sounds of battle outside became more and more intense. The group was beginning to lose their grip on the situation.

"Look, I don't want to hurt you," Kel's eyes fixed on Connor, "But I will…unless you get out of my way."

Connor looked about frantically. There wasn't much he could do, or so he thought. Behind Kel, Dylan peered in from the hole in the wall, silently observing their conversation. He made eye contact with Connor and pulled out his weapon, ready to strike.

"Just let me take her home…" said Kel softly, "and if you do, I'll leave and take all my pirates with me."

Just then, Dylan lunged, striking a blow to the back of Kel's head with his gun. He grunted, and then spun around, backhanding Dylan right across the face. Connor leaped and tackled his corrupted friend to the ground, pinning him as best as he could. The Spark Rifle flew through the air, landing just outside the hole.

The rest of the group, retreating back inside, saw what was happening and began to help. The Chief pulled Kel off the ground and held his arms back.

"Let go of me!" he shrieked, thrashing in the Chief's iron grip.

"Quick, get him into restraints." Said Connor.

Before anything could be done, an enormous turquoise cloud of thick phazon smoke engulfed the group.

"What's going on? What's happening?" Dylan shouted.

Then, they all vanished.


	39. Chapter 39

**Fusion**

**Chapter 39**

Connor landed hard on thick, fleshy ground. He staggered to his feet and looked around, trying to understand where they had just been taken. The air felt thicker, almost water-like, but still breathable. The walls of the room looked like some kind of strange parasitic growth, littered with dark pink and purple tendrils, pulsing with blue spots here and there. Massive esophagus-like orifices covered each wall. It was almost as if the place were alive. The rest of his team were all there, Kel included. Connor sprinted towards him, but as soon as he came within ten feet of his friend, Kel raised his arm and almost as if opening a pocket dimension in the palm of his hand, discharged a shotgun-like blast of phazon and smoke, knocking Connor back. He felt as though he had just been kicked by a horse.

_Where could he have gotten this kind of power? _Connor's thoughts raced.

"Face it bro," Kel's tone was cold, his eyes unforgiving, "You don't stand a chance."

"I don't need to…" Connor replied, trying to stand back up.

Mere milliseconds later, Samus came up from behind and blasted Kel with a fully charged shot. He yelped angrily as his body flew across the room, smoking. He landed hard against one of the massive bulging bulbs of flesh protruding from the floor. What followed next could only be described as a deep moan. The room trembled lightly for a moment before settling. Connor looked wide-eyed at his adversary.

"Where the hell are we? Where have you taken us?" he shouted.

Kel's eyes twinkled with the light of burning phazon, "Why, we're in one of my beloved seeds, of course."

The word 'seed' imbedded itself into everyone's head, much like the leviathan they were in had embedded itself into whatever planet they were now on. Behind the group, the Chief stood up, grenade hidden in hand.

"Kel, listen to me," Connor began, "Don't do this. This isn't you. You're letting her control you. Don't listen-"

"I have never felt more in control in my entire life!" replied his corrupted friend, chuckling "Look at the amazing things I can do! You really should join me some time, Connor. It's quite the rush."

They all stared at Kel in awe and disgust. They couldn't believe what they were hearing.

"In fact," he continued, levitating a few feet above the floor, "You should all join me!"

Kel let out a horrifying cackle as he unleashed a powerful blast which traveled along the ground. The majority were thrown back, except for Samus and the Chief who had managed to leap above the quickly moving wave of phazon.

The Chief darted towards Kel, and primed the grenade. He threw it with immense strength, landing it just a few feet from the boy. The explosion blinded him for a brief moment, to which Samus used to blind him further with a barrage of rockets. Dylan, Connor and Chelsea all took cover and began to fire. They tried as best as they could to avoid the vital organs, though that proved to be quite difficult granted Kel was incredibly mobile while on the field of battle.

Eventually, Chelsea landed a hit to Kel's shoulder, which sent him spiralling downwards and head-first into the ground.

"Get him!" Dylan shouted, Connor, Samus and the Chief advancing as he spoke.

"He's like a glass canon…" Chelsea wondered out loud, "He's powerful, but it doesn't take much to bring him down..."

"Yeah, if only he'd stop moving for more than a freakin' second…" replied Dylan, frustrated.

Kel stumbled while trying to stand back up, clearly in a lot of pain. The Chief rushed him, but was met with the same shotgun-like response Connor had faced. Samus, however, managed to get close enough to land a few kicks and punches. After a couple of hard hits, Kel angrily retaliated. He blocked Samus's next punch, and then ever so quickly spun and landed a reverse roundhouse kick right to her helmet, knocking it clean off. He then evaded her side-thrust kick, slid behind her, wrapped his good arm around her now exposed neck and violently pulled back. She landed hard on the ground, and quickly shifted into her morph ball and rolled out of the way before Kel was able to stomp her. Connor, now much closer, swung his DMR by the barrel and scored a hit on his friend's jaw. Kel staggered back in shock, right as Samus rolled up and planted a few morph ball bombs, sending him once again flying through the air. Kel's body slammed into the far wall, and then fell to the ground. For a moment, he lay motionless.

The group quickly collected themselves.

"This could be going better…" Samus said, not taking her eyes of their enemy for a second.

"I've got an idea…" said Dylan sternly, "Surround him. If we hit him at every angle, he won't have a chance."

They all agreed and started towards Kel who was now climbing to his feet.

They all fired, trying to suppress him as best as they could, as they swiftly surrounded their target. Seeing what was going on, Kel began to levitate once more, his body now burning with the near-blinding light of the phazon swelling in his veins. Just when they had him where they wanted him, he unleashed a thin wave of energy, covering everyone near him. A quick flash of light erupted across the space and the group in its entirety, vanished a second time.

When vision returned to those caught within the wave, they realized that they were back at the ONI base beneath the ice on Reach…and that Kel was with still with them. But before anyone had time to react, a raging tempest of blue flames surrounded them. Blasts of phazon came from seemingly everywhere around them, picking them off one at a time. The storm died down, and Kel was left standing amongst his former allies, strewn about the ice.

All was silent. The dropships were long gone, and the air sat thick and still.

Connor laid on his stomach, shivering from the insurmountable coldness of the deep cavern. A faint glimmer in his peripheral vision caught his eye. He looked over to his right and tried as best as he could to hide his newfound sense of hope. The Spark Rifle sat idling in a thin layer of frost just within arm's reach. Connor extended his hand, his frozen digits ready to latch onto the only thing that would save his life and his friend's. Mere millimetres from the handle, his arm was crushed under the weight of Kel's foot.

A content chuckle escaped the phazon junkie's pale lips, "Mes amies, did you really think you had a chance? Your attempts to stop us are as useless as trying to stop the sun from setting. Face it; you've lost. The harsh bite of truth is as icy as the cold ground you now rest your weary heads upon, but don't feel bad…at least you tried."

He turned and started towards the hole that had previously been torn in the side of the building; passing Jim's impaled body on the way. He eyed the corpse curiously.

"Good day, Jimmy." he mocked in the most pompous British accent he could conjure up, a twisted cackle escaping his lips. He then turned and strode into the hole.

"Honey, I'm home!" he shouted jovially.

Connor quickly jumped to his feet along with the others. He picked up the Spark Rifle, and snuck as close to the hole as he could without being seen.

"Hmm…it appears as though my damsel in distress is no longer in distress." Announced Kel from inside, beginning to make his way out, "At least this saves me the trouble of freeing her from those restraints. I'll admit, they looked quite secure-"

An upward swing of the Spark rifle sent Kel's head snapping back, completely throwing him off balance. Blood flew from his face. Connor then came around, and shoved him as hard he could. He ran with his demented friend until they came near a damaged wall with exposed wires and electrical devices. He gave Kel a final push, then jumped and with both feet, kicked him straight into the wires.

His body impacted the wall, and for a split millisecond there was silence. Then, ignition.

Kel's shrieks of pain and horror filled the room along with the loud crackle of electrical currents and the stench of seared flesh. Sparks and smoke flew. Connor, Chelsea and Dylan looked on from inside, Samus and the Chief standing in the mouth of the hole just behind them.

Finally, Samus shot a missile into the console at the far end of the room, extinguishing the power source. The last leg of the surge let out a loud snap, and a small eruption from the tips of the frayed wires sent Kel's smoking body hurling across the room. He landed hard on the cement floor, just inches from the hole.

"Oh my God…" Connor gasped, as he sprinted towards his collapsed friend.

He rolled Kel over onto his back. His nose was bleeding from being hit by the rifle, and the skin on his upper torso had been blackened in many areas by the electrical shock.

"Come on buddy, don't die on me…" Connor's voice was shaky.

For a moment, they all stood in silence. Time stretched into oblivion. The air became heavy. The tone was grievous.

"Come on…just a sign…anything." Connor pleaded with Kel's limb body.

Suddenly, he felt the body in his hands expand…and then retract. It repeated this action once more, then again…and again. Connor looked down, hopeful.

Kel moaned, and lazily reached up to rub his eyes before opening them. Slowly, he sat up, trembling. After a brief moment of staring blankly at the ground in front of him, he broke his silence.

"Fuck…me." He spoke slowly, a few chuckling at his self-loathing remark.

Kel looked up at his friends, a look of incredible guilt and regret flooding his now normally colored eyes, "I…I didn't mean to…I mean, I thought I did, but…I really didn't. I didn't mean those things I said, I…I never wanted to hurt anybody…"

"It's alright, it's alright…" said Samus reassuringly, "We know it wasn't your fault…it was the Dark Hunter talking, not you."

Connor, overjoyed, bear hugged his friend, "Ha-ha, you son of a bitch! We thought you were dead!"

"Ow. Ow!" Kel grunted.

"Oh right, sorry…shock burns."

"Mhmm." Kel broke out into a relieved laughter, "It's good to be back."

"It's good to have you back." Said Chelsea, smiling.

"Yeah…and I'm not about to forget you shooting me in the shoulder."

"Seriously?"

"Ha-ha, kidding!"

"Oh yeah, he's back his normal self alright." Connor remarked, snickering.

Samus stood still, staring at the wall where Dark Samus was once restrained. Her eyes glossed over the wrecked cuffs, a tense frustration rising inside of her. The Chief came up and stood beside her, sensing her angst.

"She's gone. She got away." She said quietly, "We had her and now she's gone."

"We'll find her again." The Chief put flatly.

"And when we do, I'll make her pay for all the grief she's caused…for all the lives she's taken…for Kel. I'll make her wish she were dead."

Dylan made his way over to the wall and leaned in close to examine the restraints, "She didn't break out on her own…looks like she was cut loose. These cuffs were cut clean open. They have plasma residue all over them."

"The damn covenant…" Kel muttered under his breath, "You know, even corrupted I wasn't too fond of them. To me, they were like pests…or an endless supply of pawns. Whichever sounds worse."

Slowly, he stood back up, trying to ignore the sharp, tingling pain in his chest.

"I hardly cared for the pirates either. All I cared about was phazon…and Dark Samus. I just can't believe I actually fell for her…I mean, she's not even human!"

"She sure as hell looked like it…" said Dylan from the back of the room, still observing the slices in the cuffs, "Not gonna lie, she was smoking hot."

"Yeah…she was a good kisser too." Kel looked about at everyone who was now staring at him, sensing the incredible awkwardness of the situation, "Anywaaay…"

"We better get moving." Said Connor, priming his rifle.

"Agreed." Samus replied solemnly.

Kel searched, but came up with no means of defending himself, "Uh, guys? You know the whole war thing? I need a gun…"

Connor smiled. He had just the thing. He picked up the Spark rifle and handed it to his friend, "Careful…you know what it does."

Kel stared at the weapon, a sinister look of amusement invading his eyes, "Best. Day. Ever."
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The massive interior of the pirate battle ship hummed and rumbled lightly as it shot across the black void of space.

Dark Samus sat doubled over in a small pool of phazon. Nausea, anger, sadness, anguish; these feelings washed over her like a tempest of emotions. What had just happened? It felt as though someone had reached in and had ripped her heart clean out. Something was definitely wrong.

"If it is my fate to be burdened with these disgusting human emotions, I would at least like to know why." She growled.

Never before had the Dark Hunter felt anything that even came close to this, these mental disturbances were all new territory to her. They swarmed like a pack of feeding piranhas, eating away at her composure.

_What is it? Why do I feel this way? What could have possibly happened to have triggered such calamity within me? I cannot function in this state, it is too painful. I feel as though a part of me…is missing._

Then it hit her. Something was, in fact, missing. No, not something…someone.

Dark Samus covered her face, silently weeping. Was she actually feeling sadness? True sadness? She gently lied down in the thin layer of phazon, concealing herself as much as possible. She didn't want to be seen, she didn't want to be heard. It was simply too much.

The young boy she had corrupted was no more than a simple marionette, why had she succumbed to these irrelevant feelings? She didn't actually care for him…did she?

The same pirate commando she had previously corrupted stood nearby. He sat there, silently watching…debating on whether or not it was safe to approach his perplexed leader.

Dark Samus looked up at the lone pirate, tears of phazon streaming down her soft face. The commando tilted its head slightly, his prying eyes not turning their gaze for a second. He carefully approached her, holding out a hand as if to help her up. Slowly, the Dark Hunter reached up and grabbed hold of her follower's outstretched claws. She stood up, her head hanging low; too ashamed to even look a pirate in the eyes.

She gently ran a hand along its phazon pulsing armor, "He's gone. Not dead…but gone."

The commando let out what almost sounded like a purr.

"And the strangest part is, I miss him." Dark Samus continued, wiping the streams from her cheeks, "I miss him as though I were just as human as he…and I don't know why."

Her companion looked down at her with almost pleading eyes. Other than the obvious states of aggression, pirates were hard to read. Their near-emotionless faces made it difficult to tell what they were thinking, however this pirate's facial expression shone a strange look that Dark Samus had never before observed amongst its species: sympathy.

She looked at the alien inquisitively, forcing a smile.

"So you do feel…" she whispered.


	41. Chapter 41

**Fusion**

**Chapter 41**

The massive frigate Ares loomed silently in orbit around Reach. Inside, the group stood about the command bridge, discussing with the high ranking officers their next move.

"Right now, the covenant is a number one priority." Spoke Lord Hood over a bright view screen bolted to the wall, "We give them another day or two, and the planet will be theirs. We cannot lose Reach the way we lost Harvest."

"Agreed." the Chief replied.

Dylan stepped forward, "Sir, I propose a full-scale assault on High Charity. We know of its current position; and I suggest we use this to our advantage, as the massive city is in constant motion. If the covenant's high command is sabotaged, the rest won't put up much of a fight. Without their precious prophets, they'll be lost and confused. I am well aware that we are short on ships and supplies, however I believe this to be a risk worth taking."

Lord Hood pondered for a brief moment. What Dylan had just suggested was a near-suicidal mission. They didn't have many frigates to spare and neither did the Galactic Federation, nevertheless, the sheer number of the ships they had altogether would easily overwhelm even a covenant super carrier. Though dangerous as the soldier's idea may have been, Lord Hood couldn't help but feel as though it was the only path to victory.

"Soldier, what you just said has got to be one of the most insane propositions I have ever heard. Normally, I wouldn't even consider a plan as preposterous as this…but these are desperate times." The man smiled, "Consider your plan, now in effect."

A look of anxiousness floated about Samus's eyes, "But Sir…what about the pirates? What about Dark Samus? Even as we speak she is regaining her strength. We cannot afford to ignore her any longer, she is too powerful."

"She has a point," Chelsea added, "We hit her hard, but she still managed to get away. Dark Samus can be hurt by our weapons and now she knows it. I can guarantee she will not go easy on us next time…"

The room fell silent. The only sound to be heard was the faint humming of the ship's engines.

A dilemma everyone had prayed would never come was now among them. They were weakened and few in number and their enemies practically gnawing on their doorstep were becoming more and more powerful by the minute.

Kel sat down and hung his head between his legs, "This is hopeless."

Connor stood still, peering out the enormous window of the command bridge.

Dylan turned to him, "Connor…we need your input. Got any ideas?"

The boy stood there for a moment, his gaze locked with that of the billion stars before him, "I have one idea…but if you thought Dylan's plan was risky, you're going to hate mine."

Everyone in the room diverted their attention to him.

"The only way to fight two enemies at once is to be in two places at once. We need to split up."

Murmuring and whispering could be heard amongst the group and the few soldiers nearby.

"Just listen to me." Connor continued, turning around, "We have enough frigates in the U.N.S.C. alone to crush any covenant resistance in our path, and the Federation is just as well equipped. If the two armies split up, with one going to High Charity, and the other to the pirate home world, we just might have a chance."

Though nobody was exactly thrilled with this particular plan, everyone knew Connor was right. Going off to fight one enemy while turning their back on the other would be a most foolish and fatal gesture.

"How many frigates do we really have?" Kel asked.

"About twenty eight." Answered Ares' commander, "It may seem like a lot, but it's nowhere near how many we had before. As far as we know, the Federation has maybe twenty or so left to spare. We'd be taking quite the risk splitting up, but ignoring one enemy while going off to fight the other would put our entire race in considerable danger. Humanity's very existence would be at stake."

"This is a very dangerous situation we've gotten ourselves into," spoke Lord Hood, "however it seems to be our only chance. The pirates are just as much a threat as the covenant, and turning a blind eye to them is practically begging for death."

For a moment he paused, almost reluctant to give the order.

"For the time being, splitting up is our only option. The U.N.S.C. will lead the siege on High Charity. As for the Federation, they will lead the attack on the pirate home world."

He turned to the frigate's commanding officer, "Commander, this is it. Contact the other frigates and rally them to your current position. As for me, I will speak directly to the Federation leaders. They will not turn their backs on us. Good luck everyone."

The screen flickered and Lord Hood's image vanished into digital nothingness.

The commander turned to the group, "Gentlemen, ladies…time is short. You know what to do."

The Chief faced the group, "I'm going to High Charity. The prophets will die by my hands."

"Since this operation was my idea, I think it's only fair that I go as well." Dylan added.

Kel stood up, "I'm going to the pirate home world. If there's one thing I know for sure, it's that Dark Samus will be there…and I'm in the mood for payback."

"I belong to the U.N.S.C. I'm going to High Charity." Stated Chelsea, walking up to stand beside the Chief.

Connor stood still for a moment, contemplating his options. Being torn between going with his girlfriend, and being with his best friend was not something that he had considered. He didn't want to cause any tension in his relationship; however leaving Kel was not exactly something he was willing to do either. He thought hard for a minute before coming to a decision.

"I'm going to the pirate home world." He said flatly.

Chelsea's facial expression, though emotionless, hid frustration, disappointment and anguish.

_Just like that? He's going to leave me alone just like that?_ She thought, _I don't believe what I'm seeing… _

Connor shifted uneasily; he could read his girlfriend like an open book, no matter how hard she tried to hide.

"Well, that was easy." Kel remarked, "When do we leave?"

Dylan smiled, "As soon as the frigates do."
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Kel sat alone, trying as hard as he could to mentally prepare himself for what was to come. Trying to imagine the very enormity of the battle ahead sent his brain spiralling into a state of restlessness. The concept alone of potentially not coming back from such an escapade tormented him.

_I could very well die out there… _He thought, _I'd be leaving everything behind: Friends, family, the country I love, my own planet, Dark Samus-_

His thoughts stopped dead in their tracks.

_Dark Samus? What the hell am I thinking? I don't care about her, she used me!_

As much as Kel wanted to deny his longing for Samus's negative, he couldn't. For a moment, he actually began to feel as though he missed the dark angel. He remembered her presence; it was intimidating, yet…soothing, in the strangest way.

_Hey dumbass, wake up. _His thoughts growled, _She's evil. She never actually cared about you, now just forget about it and move on._

For the next ten minutes, Kel tried everything he could not to think about the Dark Hunter, however she had left a mark; a memory that had permanently seared itself to the inner walls of the boy's mind. She had become the beautiful but nightmarish construct he would never forget.

He groaned, frustrated with his unforgiving reality. After some thought, he decided on walking around for a little while; perhaps the gorgeous view of the stars would take his mind off things.

...

Kel held his gaze with oblivion, the endless reaches of interstellar space stretching out before him. His walk had been a slow one; the void was simply too much of a distraction for him to ignore. He breathed heavily, reveling in this ancient but outstanding visual spectacle.

He had entered a state of undeniable peace and content, a very rare occurrence for him. Unfortunately, this relaxation was not to last.

_Dark Samus would love this sight… _He immediately scowled at the realization of what he had just done.

"Oh for the love of…ugh." He snarled.

The faint sounds of an argument coming from down the hallway drew Kel's attention. He slowly made his way towards the source of the noise, trying to be as quiet as he could. He made his way down to a small door, the intense reverberation of heated quarreling residing just on the other side. Right as he pressed his ear to the door, it swung open, nailing him in the face. He grunted as he landed hard on the metal floor.

Chelsea stormed out of the room, seemingly oblivious to the fact that she had nearly broken Kel's nose. A moment later, Connor came to the door and saw his friend lying just outside.

Kel looked up at him with an almost quizzical look, "Dude…what the hell is going on between you two?"

Connor's blank stare said it all, "It doesn't matter, it's over."
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The prophet of Truth gazed out the hard light window overlooking High Charity's gargantuan mechanical expanse. The frail alien shifted in his levitating throne, unable to sit still. Something was amiss. The attack on Reach was going too smoothly. The humans didn't seem to be putting up much of a fight…

The prophet leaned back, "It is not like them to simply retreat in the ways that they have been..."

"Perhaps they are planning an attack of sorts." Suggested the prophet of Mercy.

"Any form of assault on this city would be a useless gesture. We, the covenant, are too powerful to be defeated by the likes of them. Where they are weak, we are strong."

The prophet of Regret looked on from behind, "I agree. However, I would not be so quick to doubt our enemy. For that, is a most certain path to destruction."

"Even so," replied Truth, "humanity will be crushed under the coming storm…and we will rise, victorious."

Outside, a fleet of covenant super carriers prepared to jump.
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The U.N.S.C. frigates flew gracefully over Reach's horizon, awaiting orders from command. The past two hours had passed ever so lethargically as the ships waited in anticipation for the arrival of the federation vessels. Everybody was so on edge, no one could sit still.

Connor and Kel sat alone with Samus in the armory, carefully going over the details of their new mission.

"The pirate's home world is clouded with a gaseous atmosphere not suitable for our kind," Samus began, "breathing it in would kill you in minutes. Before we go down there, you two are going to need armor."

Connor and Kel glanced at each other then back to the hunter, their faces bearing intrigued expressions.

"Dude…sweet. When do we get it?" Connor asked.

"Right now." Samus walked over to one of the walls and pressed a few buttons on a mounted console. A large section of the wall retracted and slid into the side with a faint hiss, revealing several sets of standard issue Spartan armor. The boys' eyes went wide.

"I call dibs on that brown and white one!" Kel exclaimed.

"Only if I get the steel and red one!" Connor replied, eyeing the shiny fresh armor.

The new suits fit perfectly, their highly advanced woven steel designs shifting to fit the bodies of their new operators.

Kel stared at his reflection in a nearby mirror, "Wow. I look like…an actual soldier."

Connor's face stretched into a smirk, "Dude, we look like badasses."

"Well, I must say," said Samus from behind, "I'm liking what I see."

"Oh, so am I…" Replied Connor cheerfully, Kel bowing in acknowledgement.

"Now that you're all suited up, I suggest we go out and wait for the federation star ships. I have a feeling they'll be here very soon."

"Right, let's go!" Connor replied eagerly before dashing out the door to the armory.

The hunter snickered, amused by the boy's enthusiasm, "Your friend seems quite avid about getting out there."

"Yeah, that's just how he is…"

Kel looked up at Samus, his eyes fixed on her nearly unnoticeable grin, "You really should smile more often. It's a rare but golden phenomenon that I feel we don't get enough of."

The hunter glanced at the boy over her shoulder, surprised at the boldness of his statement.

"I'll see you one the bridge." He said quietly before walking off.

Samus stood there almost in a daze, unable to hide the smile that now crept across her face.

...

Master Chief stood silently, gazing out the command bridge's enormous window. For the first time in a long time, he was feeling impatient.

_Where are they? _His thoughts raced,_ The Federation ships should have been here by now…_

Mere seconds later, a large warp hole stretched open near the U.N.S.C. frigates. Federation command ships emerged from their artificial wormhole, an entire fleet of battle ships and fighters following close behind.

"Ahh, there they are." Ares' commander thought out loud, "It's about damn time."

Samus looked on from the back of the bridge, Connor and Kel stood close by.

_Finally_, she thought, _it's time to end this._

...

The countless ships all aligned to their various battle formations, ready to tear apart any resistance foolish enough to challenge them.

"Ladies, Gentlemen…" Lord Hood's voice spoke over the intercoms, "our enemies are powerful, but they are far from invincible. It's about time that they realized that. The Federation will head to the pirates' home world and catch them off guard. The U.N.S.C. will head straight for High Charity, the heart of the covenant. This is a very dangerous mission, and it is likely that many of us will not return. It has been an honor serving with you all. Good luck."

With that, the U.N.S.C. frigates jumped into hyperspace.

Samus's ship flew alongside the Federation command vessel GFS Olympus, awaiting her orders. Excitement and nervousness ran through the hunter's veins like emotional blood poisoning. This was literally it. The pirates' would be destroyed, or at least brought to their knees…then only the dark hunter would remain. Samus's concentration was broken by the sounds of the boys' conversation in the back.

Connor shifted uncomfortably in the small bench-like seat, "Hey move over, will ya'?"

"Ok, no." Kel retorted, "I'm against the wall, you move over."

"No."

"Why not?"

"Because if I move over, I'm gonna hit the buttons on that console there and who knows what that'll do!"

"Well you can still move a bit, I see space there."

"That space is a total of two inches!"

"Two inches is better than nothing!"

"Easy for you to say, you're not the one risking blowing us all up!"

"What?! Dude, if there's gonna be a self-destruct mechanism, it sure as hell won't be _there_."

"You don't know that!"

"I do know that, because I know where things are generally located in these kinds of vessels!"

"How would you know that?! It's not like you studied the blueprints for these ships or anything!"

"Actually, I did!"

"How?! They're classified! You can't just read them whenever you feel like it! You'd have to steal them!"

"Ok, now you're just speculating…"

"You're speculating!"

"What?! No I'm not!"

"Will you two shut up?" Samus snapped, "I can't think straight with your bickering going on right behind me…"

The two boys immediately deflated.

"Sorry…" Kel murmured in a tone that almost sounded hurt. A few moments of dead silence followed.

Finally, Connor spoke, "You're…you're not mad at us are you?"

Samus glanced back at them, smiling slightly, "I couldn't stay mad at you boys even if I wanted to."

"Thank the Lord in Heaven…" Kel chuckled.

Suddenly, a voice came from the ship's coms, "Samus, come in. Do you read?" It was Dane.

Connor sat up and leaned forward, "Was that the admiral?"

"Yes…it was." Samus replied, seeming a little surprised herself. It had been quite a while since they had heard from the man, most assumed he was dead; then again, the old veteran did seem to have a knack for survival.

The hunter clicked a button on the control panel, activating the intercom, "Yes admiral?"

"The fleet is primed and ready to give those pirates what for. Once you're all set, we'll head straight for em'. I look forward to fighting alongside you again Samus. Godspeed."

Samus looked back at the boys, "Ready when you are."

"Let's fuckin' do this." Kel replied, putting on his helmet. Connor nodded, priming his DMR.

For a split second, no one moved. Then, the fleet made the jump.

...

The U.N.S.C. frigates exited hyperspace, the covenant's massive super city looming silently before them.

"Look at the size of that thing…" Chelsea wondered out loud.

A voice came from over the loud speakers, "Message to all frigates: Engage High Charity."

All at once, the frigates began to fire a barrage of MAC rounds in a concentrated area of the city's wall. What happened next could only be described as kicking a hornet's nest. Thousands of banshees and seraphs swarmed out of the now gaping hole in the city's side, completely engulfing one of the frigates. Pelicans and Saber ships blasted out of the docking bays of the nearby vessels, bravely battling the covenant horde.

The Chief looked on from the command bridge, turning to Dylan and Chelsea, "You two, come with me. We're going down there."

The two nodded in acknowledgement, swallowing their fear.

Quickly, the Chief led them down a hallway which lead to the ship's hangar. Three pelicans sat hanging from the magnetic hooks in the ceiling, each newly polished and ready for takeoff.

They boarded the nearest one and fired up the ship's thrusters.

"Brace yourselves," the Chief warned, "This may be a bumpy ride…"

Immediately, a hatch opened up beneath them, revealing nothing but the black vacuum of space. The latches released the Pelican, dropping it right into the thick of battle. The engines roared and flames spewed out of the rear of the ship, blasting it forward.

Covenant fighters flew this way and that in a frantic attempt to slow the advancing frigates. The U.N.S.C. ships fought to the best of their ability, taking down entire squads of banshees at a time. Suddenly, a large number of seraphs turned their gaze towards frigate Brinsfield. They swarmed the massive ship with feral savagery, cutting its engines and laying waste to the defensive batteries.

The trio looked on helplessly from the Pelican's cockpit.

"They're getting slaughtered, we have to help them!" Chelsea pleaded.

"There's nothing we can do…" Dylan responded grimly, "there's too many of them."

Another minute passed and Brinsfield erupted, silently washing over the nearby fighters with blazing waves of flame and shrapnel.

The Chief maneuvered the Pelican through packs of banshees and around the massive weapons mounted on the frigates, eventually reaching a clearing. High Charity sat dead ahead.

Dylan stared at the hole in the city's armor, "Well, here's goes nothing…"

Out of the conflict flew another Pelican and three Saber ships, each having just barely escaped the strife.

The Spartan leaned forward in his chair, pressing a switch on the dashboard, "This is the Master Chief of the U.N.S.C. Conform to my trajectory, we're going in."

The small band of ships carefully made their way to the opening, wary of their surroundings. A few banshees pursued the group, just out of range of their weapons.

"Sir, we're being tailed." Spoke a voice through the Pelican's coms "Should we pick them off?"

"Don't bother with them." The Chief replied, "Just keep going straight for the hole."

The Pelicans and Sabers soared across the gulf, losing the enemy fighters behind them. Then, they reached the gap.

...

The pirate home world's red-orange and steel surface glimmered with the light of the reflecting sun. The planet, though beautiful in the strangest way, held quite the intimidating visage. Kel frowned at the sight of the celestial body.

"Finally." Connor whispered, "It's time to show those damn pirate bastards what they've awoken…"

Just over the horizon came the outline of a small, dark shape silhouetted by the planet's glare. Its form didn't match that of any known ship.

"What the hell is that?" Kel wondered out loud.

Connor chuckled, "Whatever it is, it's shaped like a banana."

Using her ship's optic enhancers, Samus blew up the image for closer inspection. The hunter's heart sank.

She quickly punched in the code to the GFS Olympus, bringing up a view screen of the command bridge, "Admiral, we have a Leviathan seed in orbit around the planet. Permission to engage?"

"Permission granted," Dane replied, "Give em' hell."

The fleet moved in on the living meteorite, ready to destroy every last shard of the life-sucking monstrosity. Right before the first shot was fired, a thick blue stream of energy shot out of the front of the seed, opening what appeared to be some kind of wormhole.

"Samus!" Admiral Dane's voice spoke over the view screen, "That Leviathan is a number one priority. Follow it; that thing could be heading to Earth for all we know! We're right behind you."

"Understood." the hunter replied.

With that, Samus and the entire Federation fleet followed the enormous creature through its space-time bending portal. It closed seconds later.

No one was prepared for what they saw next. A colossal blue planet sat before them, glowing with bright turquoise light. Long blue tentacles breached the atmosphere, moving about independently.

Kel's heart dropped into his stomach.

"No…no. Not there."

Samus looked back at her panicked comrade, "You know this place?"

"I can't go down there." The boy repeated in a shaky voice, "I won't."

"You've been here before, haven't you?"

"Yes…I've been here before. I don't want to go back."

"What in the name of-?" the Admiral's voice came once again, "Samus, our readings show that this planet is almost entirely composed of phazon. This must be the source of the Leviathan seeds!"

Kel sat down, removing his helmet. He was looking much paler than normal.

"The planet's name…is Phaaze. This is, in fact, where those seeds are born. It is also where Dark Samus resides. She's down there somewhere, waiting for us. I know she is."

A thick vein on the side of Kel's neck began to glow and pulse blue.

Connor eyed it curiously, "Hey, you alright?"

"I don't know. I feel sick, but…I also feel like I could punch through wraith armor with my bare fist."

Samus and Connor exchanged worried glances.

"Come on," said Kel, standing up, "Let's go show the dark hunter who she's messing with."

A faint ring of crimson could be seen twinkling in his hazel eyes.
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Master Chief crept silently through the dimly lit halls of covenant machinery. Behind him were Chelsea and Dylan, along with the small group of soldiers lucky enough to survive the trip inside. They all held a death grip on their wits, refusing to lose their equanimity.

Something was wrong. They had been sneaking around High Charity's interior for almost twenty minutes, and so far they hadn't seen even a single grunt. Everyone had been expecting an overwhelming amount of covenant infantry, however to their surprise, they were met with vacancy.

"This doesn't make sense…" Dylan began, breaking his long held silence, "We should have been getting swarmed by now."

"Feels like a trap." Said one of the soldiers quietly.

The Chief stopped dead in his tracks and held up his fist, signalling the others to halt. Faint sounds of battle seemed to be coming from the next floor up.

"What is that?" Chelsea wondered out loud, "I thought we were the only ones here?"

"Apparently not…" the Chief replied, priming his assault rifle.

Slowly, the team made their way down the dark purple hallway, now more anxious than ever. At the end of the room there was what appeared to be a gravity lift of some kind.

"Alright, stay close to me." The Spartan warned, making his way towards the bright circular fixture, "Once we get up there, it's going to be all out war."

Cautiously, the group stepped onto the platform, many of them unfamiliar with such strange alien devices. The lift launched them upwards through a large hole and onto the next floor. They all looked about, observing the carnage before them. The covenant had their backs to them, firing upon another unseen target presumably somewhere on the other end of the room. Whatever they were fighting, it was quite powerful. The bloody bodies of dead grunts, brutes, and drones were strewn about the floor. Only a few covenant soldiers remained, frantically trying to push back whatever had come to take their lives.

"Well…that's convenient." One of the soldiers remarked.

Quickly, the team began to fire off shots, taking out the remaining infantry with relative ease. Off in the distance came the sound of faint laughter along with the near inaudible hiss of a door opening and then shutting.

"Alright, I don't know who or what that was," Dylan began, "but as long as they're on our side, I could really care less."

The Chief started towards the other end of the room, "We should keep moving."

The others quickly followed behind.

…

The Federation fleet loomed menacingly a few miles above Phaaze's atmosphere. Many of the Federation soldiers had regrouped to the Olympus to be outfitted with phazon enhancement devices, the only things capable of protecting them from corruption. Venturing too deep into the bright blue planet could prove fatal to anyone lacking the proper equipment.

Samus, Connor and Kel were among the first to be given the upgrade. As soon as they were ready, they headed straight for the hangar. Samus's ship blasted out of the docking bay like a bullet.

"Here we go." Said Connor sternly.

Violent, unforgiving turbulence rocked the small ship as it breached the thick, phazon-rich atmosphere. The frame shook as though it were about to be torn in two. Finally, the fighter ripped its way past the rough, gaseous outer layer, bringing the colorful surface into view. The gorgeous expanse stretched out before them like a great sea of poison, tempting onlookers with its beauty. Enormous land masses protruded from the phazon seas, standing tall and proud against the cold wind.

Gently, the ship touched down. The ground upon which the vessel rested was nearly flesh-like in its consistency.

Samus turned to look at her companions, "Whatever happens down there, I want you two to stick close to me, got it?"

The boys nodded.

Connor turned to Kel, "Don't worry; I'm right behind you. Oh and uh, I thought you might be wanting this back."

He handed his friend the cross necklace which he had lost the day Dark Samus had kidnapped him.

The Kel's eyes lit up, "Where'd you find this? I thought I had lost it forever!"

He quickly hung it up around his neck, "I really missed it…I seriously can't thank you enough."

"Anytime bro." Connor chuckled.

The two friends put on their helmets, engaging the filters and respirators. Samus hit a switch near the back, causing the small circular section of the floor they stood on to descend, revealing Phaaze's raw surface.

Immediately, thick swirls of phazon began to circle the trio, swallowing them in a pillar of blue energy. Their systems began to overload with the substance, threatening to take their lives.

"Quick! Vent your suits!" Samus shouted over the roaring blue fire.

The team hit the buttons on their PEDs, expelling the deadly contents from their armor. In doing so, the phazon became a thin wave, dissipating quickly as it traveled along the ground. Samus held up her hand, examining the tiny blue bolts as they crawled all over her before thinning out into nothingness. A warning flashed over her visor: _Warning! Suit has reached full phazon capacity. Hyper mode_ _engaged. _Tenuous spouts of phazon flowed from the hunter's armor.

Kel stood in a daze, looking about as if he hadn't even noticed what had just happened. He stared at his hands, clenching them into fists as he watched the streams of blue wash over his knuckles.

Connor looked over at him, "You feeling ok?"

Kel didn't respond.

"Hey! You awake in there?" Connor repeated sarcastically.

Still, no response.

"Hey!"

"What? Oh, sorry I just sort of…zoned out."

Samus glanced at the two, "Alright, enough standing around; we have a job to do."

…

Dylan carefully peered around the corner a large bay door, accessing the situation. For the last ten minutes or so, they had been trying to keep up with whatever being had been slaughtering the covenant forces in the city. Whatever they were following, it was quick, efficient and clearly had no interest in taking prisoners.

Off in the distance, Dylan saw what appeared to be more covenant troops hailing the target with countless plasma shots, "I think I might have found our little friend…"

The Chief came up, standing dead center in the doorway, "Let's move."

The team bolted across the docking bay, taking shots at the oblivious alien forces on the other end. The final elite dropped, leaving none other than the creature they had been chasing. It had a large, humanoid figure, standing at about seven feet in total. It carried a large sniper rifle-like weapon in its hands, while another strange looking gun hung at its side. Its armor was unlike anything any of them had ever seen; it almost looked to be made of…rock? As soon as the creature saw the group of soldiers, it raised the rifle in one hand and fired. A beam of pure white energy erupted from the gun's tip, slicing through three soldiers unfortunate enough to be in its path.

"Hey!" Dylan screamed, "Whose side are you on?"

"Mine." The being replied in a low, gravelly voice.

With that, a second shot from its rifle sent another soldier flying back, partially disintegrating his lifeless body.

"Open fire!" shouted the now furious Dylan.

A wave of bullets ripped across the bay, bouncing off the monster's armor as if they were rubber. The creature stood there, completely unfazed. It snatched the other gun from its side and pulled the trigger. A split-second charging sequence preceded the weapon's energy blast, missing Chelsea by mere inches. Before anyone had time to react to the raw power of this new adversary, it dashed through a nearby door, completely vanishing from sight.

"Wow…" Chelsea breathed, "What the hell was that?"

"I don't know, but it sure as hell isn't on our side." Dylan replied, staring off where he had last seen the figure.

"Whatever it was, it's doing a better job of cleaning up the covenant than we are." Said The Chief, reloading his assault rifle.

"Should we bounce?" asked one of the soldiers.

"No. Our mission is to destroy this place. We need to get to the generators, take them out and then evacuate."

"But…isn't that what that thing is doing?"

The Chief turned to address the group, "Right now, we don't know what it's after. It could very well have the same goal as us; however we'll never know for sure. All that matters is that we find the machines that keep this place alive and kill the power at its source."

"How do you suppose we find the generators?" Chelsea asked, "This city is massive. It'll take us days to find them!"

"Well…" Dylan began, "I'm not sure if anyone else noticed this but, with each encounter, the infantry groups grow ever so slightly in number and in strength. The first time, we only saw brutes, grunts and buggers…now we're seeing brutes, elites and hunters. We're clearly headed towards something valuable, as hunters are the covenant's heavy shock troops and are usually only deployed as a last resort."

Murmuring could be heard among the U.N.S.C. troops.

"Where ever we're going, we seem to be heading in the right direction…and I don't know about the rest of you, but I've lost too much to these alien bastards. I am not leaving this city until the blood of the prophets is on my hands."

Dylan started towards a nearby door, the Chief and the rest of squad followed closely behind.

…

The sky was clear and dark, strange new constellations shone down from above. Phaaze was, though dangerous, a truly beautiful sight to be witnessed. Samus, Connor and Kel crept through odd alien underbrush, unusual fleshy parasitic growth, and what felt like endless labyrinth-like fields of phazon tentacles. The planet had a very strange dreamy feel to it.

The creatures of Phaaze were equally as strange as everything else; purple quadrupeds with sharp shells resembling crystals jumped about, launching blasts of energy at anyone who came near, while bizarre amorphous blobs Samus's scanners referred to as "Phaz-Ings" stretched out from puddles of phazon to fling shots of the substance at those within range. Metroids were in abundance on this toxic world, many, if not all of them, heavily mutated by the phazon radiation. Eventually, the three came across a small room with a deep trench dug in the center. A large immobile creature resembling some kind of meteor hung in the middle, absorbing the blue poison like it was candy.

Samus stared intently at the rocky shape, activating her scanners, "This better not be what I think it is…"

For a moment, the hunter stood completely still.

"What is it?" Connor asked, his attention caught by Samus's paralytic stance.

"Destroy it." She said flatly.

"What?"

"This is a leviathan in its infancy. Unless you want the corruption to spread even further across the galaxy, I suggest you two help me shorten its lifespan."

Connor nodded, priming his DMR. The trio blasted away at the newborn seed, chunks of its shell flying off with each hit. Kel charged up the Spark Rifle, letting out a devastating shot of red and orange, nailing the seed and causing it to slowly rock back and forth. Its bright core sat just beyond the hideous gash in its side.

"You boys might wanna turn away…" warned Samus, aiming for the hole.

They did as she said, and looked the in the opposite direction. There came the sound of a phazon missile firing off, followed by a loud boom which echoed throughout the chamber. A loud crash erupted from beneath the leviathan as it landed hard at the bottom of the hole.

Connor turned back to the hunter, "Why'd you ask us to look away?"

A faint smile could be seen beneath Samus's visor, "Badasses don't look at explosions."

"Dude, I love this girl." Kel whispered to Connor as Samus made her way out of the room.

Connor chuckled, "Come on, let's keep moving."

...

Chelsea was growing tired of chasing the strange rock-armored creature that had nearly taken all of their lives earlier. It all seemed so pointless, but Dylan insisted that the monster would lead them to the core of the city. Whether or not the being was heading in the same direction as them seemed irrelevant at this point; the path of destruction alone left by the rampaging powerhouse would be enough to bring High Charity to its' knees.

Finally, after what felt like hours, the team made their way into an enormous room about the size of two football fields. Long, thin walkways crossed over a massive chasm at the center. At the core of the room where the walkways met, sat what appeared to be three large motors, each buzzing and flickering with tiny white lights. In the middle of all three stood the creature.

"Well, you were right." said Chelsea, turning to Dylan, "It did lead us to the generators."

Almost as if in response to her comment, the creature drew its railgun-like rifle and fired at the first generator. The machine erupted in a shower of white, blue and pink plasma, smoke billowing out of the rip. Alarms sounded, sparks flew and covenant specialists poured out of the nearby doors. Fuel rods and concussion rifle blasts flew about seemingly at random.

"Get down!" the Chief shouted, taking cover behind a thin wall. The team crowded next to him, priming their weapons.

The rock-armored being took shots at the new threat, taking out as many as three elites at a time. The barrage of plasma bolts being fired in return sunk into the monster's armor harmlessly. A couple of fuel rod cannon-wielders landed a few hits on the creature, causing it to stumble back. It fell to its hands and knees for a moment, almost appearing to be injured. The covenant continued to fire upon the target, hoping to damage it further. Heedless of enemy fire, the being drew some kind of combat knife, which glowed with brilliant blue light. Suddenly without warning, it lunged towards the nearest elite, tackling it to the ground and impaling the blade into its neck. It then began dashing around the massive room, slicing away at the covenant forces like a mad knifeman on meth. Seeing an opportunity, the Chief stood up, assault rifle in hand.

"I'm going out there. Stay here and cover me, I'm not losing anymore soldiers today."

With that, the Spartan leaped out from behind cover, blasting away at the Elites and Brutes crowding the walkways. Their lead-pumped bodies fell like ragdolls into the abyss as the Chief made his way closer to the generators. He sprung into the air, dancing on the heads of the preoccupied covenant forces, dropping a grenade down into the small crowd. The blast from the grenade tore the beams forming the first walkway, causing it to bend and rip from its place in the floor. It tumbled down into the nothingness below, taking with it the few brutes unfortunate enough to still be standing on it. The Chief approached the first generator, guns blazing. The machine shattered, and a violent explosion of shrapnel and sparks flew from its core. The Chief then turned his gaze to the final generator. Off at the other end of the room, the rock-armored creature continued its merciless slaughter of the covenant, seemingly oblivious to the Spartan's presence. It then paused, and looked over at the Chief.

"Oh shit…" said Dylan, staring down his weapon's sights.

Before anyone had time to react, the monster lunged towards the Chief, landing its powerful fist dead center of his chest. He flew through the air, landing hard on the edge of one of the other walkways. He clung to the lip of the overhang, his feet dangling above the endless drop. The being approached the Chief menacingly, its knuckles clenched tightly.

Dylan stood up from behind cover, "I'm going out there."

Chelsea bore a look of disbelief, "Are you insane? That thing will kill you! Besides, we were told to stay back and give him cover!"

"Yeah, and look how good that turned out!" Dylan shot back, motioning to the distressed Chief.

The rock-armored creature attempted to stomp the Spartan's armored hands, but with little success. The Chief dodged the heavy feet of his adversary, barely keeping his grip.

Priming his rifle, Dylan prepared to charge, "I don't care what you say, for once in his life, that man needs our help…and I'm not going to sit around and watch him die."

One of the soldiers stood up, handing Dylan his shotgun, "Take this. You're going to need it."

"Thanks." Dylan looked sternly at Chelsea and the other three soldiers, "Cover me."

With that, the young Lieutenant jumped out from behind the wall and sprinted towards the monster.

"Hey you!" he cried, blasting shells from the shotgun.

Flinching from the onslaught of shrapnel, the creature turned to its assailant, drew its rail-gun and fired. Dylan ducked, sliding on his knee guard's mere inches below the soaring blast of energy. He came within reach of the monster and shot once again. The strange being was thrown off balance for a split second before it regained its stance and lashed out at the pesky human. It swung its large, rocky fist in a band-handed motion, striking Dylan on the side of his head, and sending him soaring to the side. He landed about a foot from one of the walkway's edges, losing his rifle as it accidentally unclipped from his armor and fell down into the depths below.

"Great…"

The Chief began to pull himself up and back onto the bridge, reloading his assault rifle as he did so. Using the diversion to his advantage, he bolted for the momentarily distracted monster. The Spartan leapt and with all his might, landed both feet directly on the creature's hardened back. The force of the kick sent the being flying off the edge of the bridge, its still body plunging silently into the dark, unforgiving chasm.

Dylan looked over at his savior, his eyes wide behind his visor, "That was badass."

The Chief nodded in response. Turning his gaze to the final generator, he prepared to fire.

"Get ready to run."

Then, he pulled the trigger.
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Samus strode through the fleshy doorway into the next room, then came to an abrupt halt. She held up her hand, motioning for the boys to stop. Nearly every other room on the bizarre blue world was walled with veins, tentacles, orifices and in some frightening cases, eyes. This particular chamber however, was quite plain. Dry, washed out colors painted every inch of the room, while dark, rough walls sealed the area in tight. At the centre of the room was a small bright spot, pulsing with a faint blue glow.

"What is that?" Connor asked, making sure to keep his distance.

"Give me a second…" Samus replied, activating her scanners.

Kel dropped the spark rifle, leaning up against one of the walls, "Guys…I think I'm going to be sick…"

He began to remove his helmet but was stopped when Connor snatched his arm.

"What are you doing?! Phaaze's atmosphere will kill you without the proper protection!"

"I survived it once…I can do it again. Now let go of me." His last sentence snaked through the air with a sinister tone.

Reluctantly, Connor let go of his friend's arm, allowing him to completely remove his helmet along with the respirator. Kel fell down on all fours, spurting massive gobs of phazon onto the ground.

"Ugh…stomach flu."

Connor looked up pleadingly at the hunter, "Samus…he needs help. Fast."

"I know; this whole planet is a death trap…and that bright spot on the floor there? That is the single most potent phazon sample I have ever seen. I suggest we avoid it. Along with the atmosphere, it's most likely what's causing Kel's sickness."

"That and the fact that he's still got that blue poison coursing through his veins…"

"But man, does it feel nice..." said Kel, looking up at the two with his crimson eyes.

Connor backed up a couple of steps, "Good God."

Kel wiped the remaining phazon from his face and stood back up, "Hey, relax. I'm on your side."

"But, your eyes-"

"A minor pigment mutation, that's all."

Connor and Samus exchanged suspicious glares.

"That's what phazon does, it mutates you." Kel continued, "I, however, was fortunate enough to have only received minor mutations, those of which mutated little more than my eyes and hair."

Samus tapped a small mutton on the side of her helmet, activating her scanners once more. Kel watched the two nervously, fearing that they did not trust him. The scan completed a moment later.

"His phazon levels have definitely risen," Samus explained, "but he is far from terminal corruption."

Kel breathed a sigh of relief, "For a second there, I was under the impression that you guys thought I was a bad guy…"

"Well, if you don't put your helmet back on soon, the direct exposure to this atmosphere could very well _make_ you a bad guy." Connor replied, "And I really don't feel like fighting you again."

"Point taken…" Kel slipped the helmet back over his head, engaging the respirator, "Besides, the last thing I want is to be under Dark Samus's influence again…"

"Aww and why not?" came an all too familiar sounding voice from just behind them.

The group spun around, only to see that the small phazon spot on the floor had nearly quadrupled in size, and standing in its centre was none other than the Dark Hunter herself. She stood there motionlessly, wrapped tightly in her phazon armor suit with only her head exposed.

Kel stared her down, "You."

Dark Samus smiled, "Did you miss me, love?"

"Go to hell!" Kel shrieked, raising his arm and discharging a massive blast of phazon.

The Dark Hunter ducked out of the way, barely avoiding the shot. She regained her stance and outstretched her arm, turning the palm of her hand upward. Thick tentacles ripped out of the walls and up from the ground, wrapping themselves around the group and holding them in place. They struggled fiercely in an attempt to free themselves, but with little success; they were trapped. Despite being manhandled as they were, Connor found that his right arm had not been completely restrained. For the time being, he kept this to himself.

Dark Samus strode over, laughing menacingly, "I _love_ role reversal…"

"Let us go, you disgraceful, wretched thing." Kel snarled, his eyes flaring up slightly.

"Ooh, ouch. Such harsh words from such a sweet boy."

Samus narrowed her eyes. Connor scoffed.

"Unfortunately for you," The negative continued, "I have no intension of letting anyone go…besides, you're just in time to witness the grand finale."

With a swift upward motion of her arm, the ceiling began to shift and crack before opening to expose a wide view of the sky above. Miles above their heads sat the GFS Olympus along with the many frigates accompanying it, all of which were under fire from a legion of space pirate vessels.

"Your friends seem to have run into some trouble on their way in. What a shame…there'll be no one to save you now."

Kel could feel the anger rising inside of him like steam.

Slowly, the Dark Hunter began to approach him, locking her gaze with his, "And as for you…I believe we have some unfinished work to do."

A roaring blue flame sprouted in her hand, illuminating the dimly lit room. She took another step towards Kel, raising her palm to his chest. Mere milliseconds before she made contact, Connor ripped his right arm from the tentacles, blocking the flame and absorbing the phazon.

"What are you doing?!" Samus exclaimed.

Kel looked on in complete disbelief.

The Dark Hunter's eyes widened a little in surprise.

Connor grunted as he sapped the last few drops of phazon from her hand. Behind his visor, his eyes began to glow a bright shade of turquoise.

Dark Samus eyed him curiously, "Saving your friend like that was quite bold…That kind of sacrifice is the virtue of a true hero; but you're only delaying the inevitable."

"You'd be surprised how long 'the inevitable' can wait…" Connor replied quietly.

Suddenly without warning, he tore from the tentacles surrounding him, completely ripping them from the wall. He stood upright, audibly cracking his back. Tiny bolts of blue electricity slithered along his right arm, disappearing into his tightly clenched fist.

"Besides, I think it's about time you were repaid for all the shit you've put us through."

With that, Connor took a step forward and leaped into the air. He came down hard, striking the ground with both of his fists, creating a massive shockwave knocking back the Dark Hunter before she even had time to react.

Kel looked wide-eyed at Samus then back to Connor, "What in the name of..."

Connor turned and, grabbing hold of the remaining tentacles, effortlessly tore his friends free.

"Come on, let's give this bitch what's coming to her."

Off on the other end of the room, Dark Samus stirred. She groaned in pain, slowly lifting herself off the pulsing floor. She stared at the three adversaries before her.

"I want you to think carefully before going along with what it is you intend to do." She began, the ground beneath her beginning to light up, "Here we stand, on the face of a planet made of phazon, and you wish face off against me; the ruler of the planet, the queen of the Metroids?! I do not think you fully understand… I. Am. Omnipotent. I am the equivalent of a deity. Think about it."

"I have." Connor replied, not taking his eyes off Dark Samus for a second, "And since you unknowingly gave Kel and I the same godlike power, I think the odds have been evened out a little."

Samus took a step forward, raising her arm cannon, "You're finished."

With that, she launched several missiles, each one hitting the Dark Hunter like a shot-put ball. The negative stumbled back, attempting to regain her balance, but was knocked back even further by Connor who had lunged forward, sucker punching her dead centre of her chest. The wall behind her caved in as she soared back, creating a hole leading to the outside. Samus stepped through, surveying the area around them. Up in the sky, the battle between the Federation and the pirates raged on, both sides suffering extreme loses. Connor and Kel walked out of the hole, stopping to see where Dark Samus had landed. For a moment, her body was still. Slowly, she began to move, strings of blue light circling her rapidly.

"You really shouldn't play with fire…" she began, "You might get burnt."

Suddenly, she flew up into the air, absorbing phazon from the ground around her. She looked down upon the three below her, eyes flaring.

"This is the end for you all."

A tempest of blue fire stirred up from seemingly out of nowhere, engulfing the Dark Hunter along with her adversaries. Her maniacal laughter echoed throughout the hurricane, wind and debris flying about at random. Samus latched onto a nearby root protruding from the ground as Connor and Kel were swept up into the storm. Quickly, the Hunter began firing off charged phazon shots, the bolts striking their target with pinpoint precision. Dark Samus flinched at the onslaught, but payed little attention to it. Samus watched as Connor and Kel were thrown about helplessly, each one firing off shots at random in hopes of striking down the negative.

"Eat this, bitch!" Kel exclaimed as he unleashed a powerful phazon blast, successfully knocking the Dark Hunter from her position. The tempest continued, nonetheless.

Dark Samus returned fire, sending Kel flying outwards, penetrating the wall of the cyclone. Samus looked on, an idea forming in her head. Making sure to keep her grip on the root, she unleashed her grapple lasso, snagging Kel mid-flight.

"What are you doing?" he shouted.

"Just trust me." She replied, "Grab Connor."

Using Kel's momentum, she swung him around, sending him right back into the tornado of phazon. As Kel soared on the end of the lasso, he came within arm's reach of Connor.

"Grab on!" he cried, extending his arm.

Connor swung his arm, straining to reach his friend's hand, the fearsome power of the storm making the coordination nearly impossible. Finally, he made contact, firmly grasping Kel's open hand.

"Hold on!" Samus shouted, jerking the lasso back, bringing the two boys around for a second pass. They flew around in a massive semi-circle, heading straight for the Dark Hunter.

"Feet first!" Kel shouted through the gale.

Quickly, the two stuck their legs out, bracing for impact. The strength of their combined kicks struck Dark Samus with the force of a freight train, tearing her from her position in the air, and propelling her straight down into the ground.

The storm briskly died down, revealing an unconscious Connor and a dazed Kel lying next to Dark Samus. The negative sat up and looked about, as though she were unaware of what had just happened. She quickly rose to her feet and eyed the Hunter cautiously creeping towards her.

"Believe me," the Dark Hunter spoke, her ominous tone tainting the phazon rich atmosphere, "I truly did not want it to come to this…"

Immediately, she snatched Kel, brought him to a stand, and pulled his helmet off. A large dagger-shaped phazon crystal materialized in the palm of her hand, which she placed on the neck of her hostage. She stood behind Kel defiantly.

"One more step," she threatened, "And this one becomes Ridley food."

Kel, now fully awake, froze in place. He dared not make a move.

"Let him go." Samus demanded.

"Shh." Dark Samus replied, slicing Kel's throat slightly, "Don't spoil the moment."

Behind them, Connor began to regain consciousness.

Kel flinched, breathing deeply as the negative cut a little deeper.

"Oh sweetie, don't panic," She mocked, gently stroking his cheek, "I'm not going to hurt you."

Samus raised her arm canon, "I'm not going to ask you again."

Dark Samus grinned, "It's all just a game of patience, you see. Even as we speak, the phazon in the air is making its way deeper and deeper into your body… By this point it is only a matter of time before you lose your mind to its corruptive influence. All I need to do is wait it out."

Silently and steadily, Connor rose to his feet, beginning to quietly make his way towards the Dark Hunter.

"Any form of resistance would be a useless gesture…" Samus's double continued, "No matter how you look at it, I have won…and as soon as I'm done here, I'll start with that pathetic band you call a fleet."

Connor inched slightly closer.

"Your ships will rain down from the sky…"

Another inch.

"Your cities will crumble…"

Closer, still.

"And your race shall burn."

Suddenly, she was yanked back by her bright blue ponytail, and was thrown down to the ground. Before she had time to react, she was picked up again by the collar of her suit and was bashed into a nearby rock.

Connor flailed Dark Samus's body back and forth, smashing her on the cold ground, and wailing her into sharp rocks before finally throwing her towards Kel, who leaped into the air and spun sideways, landing a powerful kick on her side, and redirecting her towards Samus. At the very last possible second, the Hunter unleashed a phazon missile, blasting her twin back towards the small hole in the edifice from earlier. She hit the wall hard, cracking it slightly, then fell motionless to the ground.

The trio strode over to her weak and battered body, watching as she moved what little she could. Her phazon armor began to dissipate, revealing her black, form fitting suit. Cuts and bruises littered her damaged frame, thick phazon leaking from her wounds.

She slowly opened her eyes, her delicate lashes fluttering as though she were merely waking up. She examined the three humans standing just above her, wondering how such a pitiful race had managed to rise to victory. Though as insignificant as they seemed to her, deep down, she always thought they were beautiful; such fragile creatures with perfect looks and a surplus of flourishing emotions. Secretly, she admired their ability to feel, to care, to love… Perhaps, in her own respect, she wished to be just like them…but she was not one of them, and she never would be. The reality of this thought weighed down on her chest like a cinderblock of despondency. For a moment, she thought she felt tears welling up.

Samus primed her arm canon, preparing the final blow, "Any last words?"

The Dark Hunter simply stared back, silence ruling her tongue. Her beautiful eyes sparkled dimly in the light of the twilight sky. Finally, she spoke.

"No last words of mine would be fitting."

Samus began to charge the last shot.

Something twinkled in the corner of one of Dark Samus's eyes: A tear, a single phazon tear, which began to slide gracefully down her soft pale face. Kel knelt down beside her, carefully holding her broken hand.

The Dark hunter looked to him, then gazed up towards the sky, "The stars…they really are beautiful, aren't they?"

"One of the most beautiful things I have ever laid eyes upon…" Kel replied quietly.

Dark Samus shut her tired eyes, "Soon…I will be with them."

Kel slowly stood up, "I'll watch for you."

He looked to Samus and then nodded.

The Hunter then aimed her weapon and took the shot.
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"Go, move!" The Chief shouted as he and the remnants of his squad rushed down the narrow walkway to the hangar.

Gaining on the group was a wall of pure chaos. Sparks, flame and smoke billowed out from the walls, swallowing the station at an incredible rate.

Near the far wall of the hangar sat the large hole they had entered, just beneath it, their Pelican. Adrenaline levels reaching their maximum, they doubled their pace. Quickly, the soldiers boarded their respective Sabers and took off, as the Chief rushed to get Chelsea and Dylan aboard. Before they even had time to find their seats, the engines roared to life, and the Pelican took off.

The ship's interior rocked violently as they breached High Charity's outer wall, narrowly escaping their fiery fate. Just behind them, the hole erupted like a flaming geyser of blue and pink.

"Hang on." The Chief warned, engaging the overdrive.

The Pelican tripled in speed as it soared across the vacuum, back to the awaiting U.N.S.C. frigates. Off in the distance, High Charity sat for a moment of tranquility before exploding in the most magnificent display of turmoil and destruction.

It was done. It was over.

…

The team was greeted with loud cheering and applause as they stepped through the doorway to the command bridge aboard Lord Hood's frigate. They strode confidently over to the edge of the bridge, where Lord Hood himself stood, watching the wreckage of High Charity disperse among the eternal blackness.

"You did it Chief…" The man began, "You saved us."

"Not just me sir." The Chief replied, looking over to Dylan and Chelsea standing nearby.

Lord Hood turned to address crowd, "We were facing dark times, times of despair and hardship. Any logical person would have said the end was near…but we stood tall and proud, regardless. Were it not for our combined efforts, I can honestly say that I probably wouldn't be here speaking to you all right now. Know that history will remember you all as heroes, holding you in the highest of regards…for because of you; our race will live to see another day. Thank you, all of you."

His speech followed with a thunderous applause.
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"Hell yeah!" Connor shouted triumphantly, high-fiving Kel as they blasted off.

The boys stared off at what remained of the planet Phaaze, watching as it slowly began to crumble and collapse in on itself.

"Now that's a beautiful sight if I ever saw one." Said Kel, eyes glued to the window.

"I second that." Connor replied, pulling a small flask from inside his armor.

Samus glanced over at the two, eyeing the alcohol suspiciously, "Where did you get that?"

For a moment, the boy froze, "Um…"

The Hunter raised an eyebrow, "Connor?"

"We may have…kind of, sort of taken it." Kel replied hesitantly.

"From the bar." His friend finished.

"Yeah."

Samus sighed, clearly not surprised, "Tell me you at least left money on the counter."

"Oh yeah, all $23.50 of it." Kel piped up.

Samus couldn't help but smile, "Spirits so pure, not even phazon can corrupt them."

The boys both grinned, each taking turns with the flask.

Slowly, the G.F.S. Olympus came into view, heavily damaged but still alive. Most of the space pirates' ships were destroyed, the rest were nowhere to be found. The Federation had won.

Samus's ship drifted leisurely across the nothingness, silently approaching the massive vessel. The Hunter took one long last look at the enormous blue planet as it began glowing brightly, appearing to shrink slightly. For a split second, it laid in complete stillness… Then it erupted.

The trio watched, completely mesmerized. Blue fire scattered across the void, massive chunks of Phaaze were flung in all directions. A thick wave of kinetic shock rattled Samus's ship momentarily before settling.

Nothing remained of the celestial body, every piece having been thrown into the vast emptiness. The source of all phazon had been obliterated, and along with it would soon follow the phazon corruption itself.

The war was finally over.

Samus took a swig from the flask, sighing with content. She turned to the boys standing just behind her,

"It's over. We can go home now."


	49. Chapter 49

**Fusion**

**Chapter 49**

Connor stepped outside into the cool night breeze, taking in a deep breath of the fresh, crisp air. The party inside continued to grow at an exponential rate, music blaring and alcohol being passed around without a second thought.

Connor strode over to the balcony's edge, staring off into the dark horizon. He then noticed the stars. He gazed up at the gleaming space diamonds, wondering just how many of them there were; too many to count, easily.

He wasn't used to such a defined view of the spatial expanse just beyond the atmosphere. Back on Earth, there was so much light pollution, very little was ever seen of the astral bodies…but here on Norion, the sky was pristine, untainted. It was beautiful.

Slowly, the boy turned to head back inside, forcing himself to tear his gaze from the lightshow above.

"These Feds sure know how to party don't they?"

Connor nearly jumped out of his skin, "Good God man, don't do that!"

Kel chuckled, sauntering out from the shadows of a nearby pillar, "Sorry, my bad. I wasn't sure if you knew I was here or not."

Connor sighed, his heart rate returning to its normal pace.

"I never get tired of this." Said Kel quietly, staring up at the sky for the millionth time.

"You and your stars." Connor laughed, "Although admittedly, they're quite something, especially with a view like this."

"Oh yeah, you sure as hell don't get this back at home."

"Well, unless you're up at my family's cabin."

"Ah yes…got to love Hundred Mile House."

Connor sat silently for a moment before breaking his silence, "So…the blood transfusions tomorrow. You ready for them?"

_Blood transfusion_; the term bounced around Kel's head like a pinball. Due to the high levels of phazon still in his system, they had decided the best course of action would be to replace his blood supply entirely, so as to momentarily halt the corruption while further solutions were discussed. Connor's situation wasn't too different, though luckily for him, the corruption in his system wasn't as advanced, and was possibly curable.

Kel looked over at his friend, partially hidden by the shadows, "Connor, you kicked me into a wall of exposed wires and shrapnel, unleashing a surge of God knows how many volts upon me. Now, that hurt. If can, not only handle, but survive something like that…then a simple blood transfusion should be like child's play."

Connor patted his friend on the back, "That's what I like to hear."

"Still…I'm nervous."

"Me too, but you know what?"

"What?"

"We are a couple of tough sons of bitches. Look at all we've been through: The coordinated attack on the base in the middle of the night…"

"The first fight with Dark Samus at the outpost…"

"You nearly cracking your head open on the way to the outpost…"

"Oh yeah, I forgot about that." Kel chuckled.

"There was also the attack on the hidden military base on Reach, during which I almost fell to my death…"

"Which would also be when I stole that badass experimental rifle thing."

"Yeah, then you almost killed us with it." said Connor jokingly.

"I honestly can't apologize enough for that."

"It's all good; I'm still here aren't I? Oh, and shortly after you left, the damn Covees nearly glassed us."

Kel's eyes widened, "Dude, seriously?"

"Yeah, pretty scary. Oh, then there was the trap we set for you with all those fusion coils."

"You mean when you guys littered my body with all those damn spikes from one of the grenades you and I designed?"

"Yeah…sorry about that."

"Water under the bridge, man."

"Then there was you freaking out and going absolutely nuclear on that operating table."

"Oh yeah…I remember that."

"Then there was the battle with Dark Samus beneath the ice…and then the battle with you beneath ice…"

"Which is when you kicked me into that wall, saving me, essentially."

"Yeah…and then not long after that was the final battle."

The boys went silent for a second.

"Man, that sounds cool." Kel remarked.

"Doesn't it?" Connor replied enthusiastically, "It's like we were in a movie or some shit. But look; the point I'm making is, we've been through a lot, you and I…and honestly, at this point, I don't think there's anything we can't handle."

Kel looked over to him, a curious look in his eye, "You really think so?"

"I know so." Connor answered, holding out his fist, "Pound it."

Kel smiled, returning the gesture, "Hell yeah."

Unknowingly, upon contact, their fists exchanged tiny blue bolts, skittered rapidly along their knuckles and into their hands.
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Dylan sat staring at his handful of cards, careful not to let the others see. The quietness of the small room, coupled with the dim glow produced by the small light above their heads was more than enough to create an intense, claustrophobic atmosphere, even for a simple card game.

"Alright kid, let's see what you've got." Said the burly bearded man sitting across from Dylan.

The young lieutenant chuckled, "Get ready to meet your maker, Kruzer."

The two proudly slapped their cards down on the table, looking over to the young Sangheili who sat with them. Slowly, the elite set down its hand of cards, practically causing an uproar.

"Seriously?" Dylan cried.

"Oh, for the love of God, Shessa!" exclaimed Kruzer. The elite chuckled exultantly.

"It's your first time playing, how the hell do you keep winning?" the large man continued, "This is the fourth game in a row!"

"Luck of the elite." Shessa laughed.

Dylan leaned back in his chair, staring out the small window overlooking the party in the large room below, "Man, they're still going strong. It's like someone laced that alcohol with pure adrenaline or something…"

"Well, what do you expect?" said Kruzer, shuffling the cards, "We won. The war is over. High Charity is dust, that strange phazon planet they spoke of is nothing more than a bunch of astral rubble…"

"I know, but…" Dylan paused, "There's still something that just doesn't sit right with me..."

Shessa and Kruzer both looked up at him.

"I remember them mentioning that they followed a Leviathan seed through its own portal to the planet Phaaze." He went on, "But not once did I ever hear any mention of them destroying it…"

"You needn't worry, Dylan," the Sangheili reassured, "Phaaze was completely destroyed, blown to bits. It no longer exists."

"Yeah, I wouldn't worry too much about that Leviathan, kid…" Kruzer added, "I bet you any money the explosion blew that damned thing all the way to kingdom come."

"One can only hope…" Dylan replied quietly.

Kruzer pulled out a large bottle of whiskey that had been sitting on the floor by his feet, "Alright, who wants some?"

Shessa's reptilian eyes lit up, "Me!"

"Hit me up, big guy." Dylan chimed in, a bright grin stretching across his face.
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The echo of voices, clanging of engine tools and the ignition of rocket thrusters resonated all throughout the large hangar. Connor stood silently, staring off into the distant sunset, taking one last good look at Norion's beautiful brazen sky.

He became lost in his thoughts, thinking about all that had happened in the last few weeks. All the strife, the corruption, the devastation…not once did he ever think he'd see so much in such a short time. It had certainly been an adventure, to say the very least.

"Oh, man," came Kel's voice from just behind, "I _hate_ needles."

"Oh trust me," Connor replied as his friend walked up, "I know firsthand how much you hate those things."

"Yeah, I guess you did witness me nearly killing an entire room of doctors because of it…"

"Oh yeah. That was not fun."

Connor turned to Kel, patting him on the shoulder, "But man, thank God for blood transfusions. I'm glad to have my bro back."

"Thanks man."

Suddenly there came the sound of footsteps from behind them. The two boys turned to see Samus, clad in her zero suit, striding confidently over to where they stood.

She took a deep breath of the cool air, "I love the sunsets here, they're quite beautiful. I don't get to watch them often enough…"

"I know how you feel…" Kel added.

Connor looked over to the Hunter, "Where's the Chief?"

"Unfortunately, he wasn't able to show. He was called off last minute by some crazed Federation trooper asking for his help with a search he was conducting for an apparent long lost bounty hunter…"

"So…he's busy?"

"Very much so, yes."

Off in the distance, a small dark shape arose from just beyond the horizon.

Connor eyed the object curiously, "I think that's our ride."

The group watched as the small object drew closer, silhouetted by the setting sun, the shape gradually became more defined. It revealed itself to be a rather small transport, designed to carry no more than twenty people at a time. It drew ever closer, no more than a minute away.

All of a sudden, without warning, Samus threw her arms around the boys, startling them both, "I'm going to miss you guys."

Kel blushed, wrapping his arms around her in return, "And we will most certainly miss you."

The Hunter tightened her grip, not wanting to let go.

"Ow…ow…" Connor moaned.

"I think I felt a rip crack." Said Kel, pain in his voice.

Samus chuckled, loosening her hold, "Sorry about that…"

"Ah, don't worry about it." Connor reassured.

"Man, survived phazon corruption, countless battles and a severe life-threatening shock…" Kel began, "only to be killed by a hug. Now _that_ would be ironic."

"Indeed." The Hunter laughed.

At long last, the small transport arrived, carefully touching down on the loading dock. Loud jets of hissing steam shot out from small exhaust ports as the ship settled.

Slowly, Kel turned to Samus, a look of sadness in his eyes, "We will see each other again, right?"

For the moment, the Hunter didn't reply.

"Yeah, I mean, this isn't going to be our last time with you, is it?" Connor added.

Samus let out a long sigh, "I only wish I could give you boys a straight answer… One can only hope that our paths will cross again someday."

Kel looked over to the small ship, then back to the Hunter, holding out his arms in a welcoming manner, "Properly, this time."

The boy embraced Samus, holding her close.

"My turn!" Connor chimed in.

Samus smiled, hugging Connor tightly.

A small hatch on the belly of the transport opened up, revealing its brightly lit interior. A tall man in a pilot's uniform strode down the ramp to the front of the ship, waiting expectantly for his passengers.

Reluctantly, the two boys started for the ship.

"It was an honor to have served alongside you, Samus." Said Kel, taking one last look at the Hunter.

Connor turned before heading up the ramp, "Tell the Chief we said hi."

With that, the two friends along with the pilot, disappeared into the small transport. The ramp slowly began to shut, the airlock engaging. The engines roared to life, and the frame of the ship lifted gently from the platform. Lethargically, the transport turned to the setting sun before blasting off into the horizon.

Samus watched as the little ship gracefully arced upwards, breaching the golden yellow sky, and disappearing from sight. The young bounty hunter stood silently, wondering if she'd ever meet the strange but wonderful Earth boys again. Despite their flaws, the two of them had been like rays of sunshine in her sullen, solitary life. They were the first people to make her laugh and smile in a very long time.

She simply couldn't help it; she loved them like family. Connor was handsome and brave, Kel was adorable and witty. Only now that she was without them, did she realize how much they truly meant to her.

…_Spirits so pure, not even phazon can corrupt them…_

Though she would miss them dearly, deep down, she knew that they would eventually meet again…

Whether it be in this lifetime, or another.
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Gently, gracefully, the lone Leviathan seed drifted through the endless void, distraught, and frightened. Its home was gone, obliterated, and it did not know why. It did not understand the events that it had witnessed, or why they had even occurred in the first place. Its deep moans of anguish went unheard amongst the airless expanse.

Where was its master? Where had she gone? Was she still alive?

The seed floated past stars and nebulae, pushing through fields of asteroids and clouds of dust, aimlessly wandering the blackness, searching for the one who gave it life.

Searching for a new home.


End file.
